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MR. CEO 


I’m so ready to handle this billionaire CEO’s primal 
passion. 


From the first time he locks eyes on me, staring through 
the window of his oh-so-alpha sport’s car, he gets 
possessive and jealous, stopping at nothing until he 
claims me. 


I interview at his company, but his carnal obsession goes 
so far beyond the workplace. I might just be an 
inexperienced younger woman, but he wants to become 
my protector and this older man does not take no for an 
answer. 


But can I balance my career and the boss’s advances, or 
will my past catch up with me and make him realize he 
might’ve picked the wrong naive orphan? 


I’ve been lied to before, and I’m vulnerable and just a little 
ditsy. But I’ve got some sass, too, and this hunky silver fox 
wants to draw it out of me. 


But can I take his high-flying lifestyle...or am I destined to 
crash and burn? Will this obsessed CEO make me his? 


*MR. CEO is an insta-everything standalone instalove 
romance with a HEA, no cheating, and no cliffhanger. 


NEWSLETTER 


Get a free, new, original story NOW by joining my mailing 
list and staying subscribed. 


CLICK HERE >> Get a FREE book now 


CHAPTER ONE 


S antiago 


I guide the Ferrari through the city, relishing the rumble of 
the engine. As the billionaire owner of the largest media 
conglomerate in the world, having a car custom-made to be 
twice as powerful as the market model was not a difficult 
feat. 


I grip the steering wheel hard, my muscled forearms 
bulging through the steel-blue fabric of my business suit, as 
I listen to Delaney rant on and on in the conference call. 


Weak men do that, thinking it makes them strong. They 
speak too much and believe that raising their voices makes 
them powerful. They’re dead-wrong. Real power comes 
from knowing when to sit back, to wait, to stalk like a lion 
across the savannah and strike when the moment is right. 


“Santiago,” he whines after a while. “You can’t do this.” 


I smirk under my breath. What a goddamn fool this man is. 
I can’t do it, he says. I feel a wave of liquid anger flow 
around my body, infusing my taut, well-trained muscles. 


“They were corrupt reporters,” I snarl, revving my engine 
as the light turns green. I glide through the city, the sun 
rising and bathing the high-rises in light. This is my 
playground, this exclusive sector of the metropolitan, all 
shiny glass and men in business suits and women in pencil 
suits, like a great mass of ambition rolling down the 
sidewalk. “Delaney, I can do anything I damn well please. 
And if that means making sure they face justice, that’s what 
they goddamn deserve.” 


“Corrupt,” Delaney snorts. I imagine him sitting in his 
oversized office chair, a man given to comforts and personal 
indulgences, probably with some empty-headed secretary 
there nodding at his every word. “What does that mean in 
our business? Corrupt or honorable, it doesn’t matter. It’s 
all about the bottom line—” 


“It means they broke the rules,” I bark. “They lied, Delaney. 
And even if that’s acceptable in your company that’s your 
problem, it’s not acceptable in mine. We tell the truth. Good 
or bad, pretty or ugly, that’s what we stand for.” 


“You’re giving us all a bad name, though.” 


I’m almost certain I can hear the man pouting, and it drives 
a stake of fury deep into my chest. A man should not pout. 
He should act. I’d prefer Delaney to rage and yell and tell 
me he wants to fight me, anything other than this groveling. 


“Reporters are a dying breed as it is. We can’t have them 
running scared.” 


I turn the corner to the Sasso Communications high-rise, 
my building. It stands apart from the surrounding buildings. 
I had it renovated not too long ago, and now it’s the shiniest 
place in the whole city, all slick steel, reflecting the sun like 
a beacon. It’s gorgeous and it’s a sign - to Delaney and 


weak men like him - that the way I do business pays. And 
pays well. 


“You handle your business,” I snap. “And I’ll handle mine.” 


I turn the corner toward my private parking entrance, 
waiting as a few pedestrians file past. Then, when I push 
the pedal and hear the answering snarl of the Ferrari, I 
head toward the entrance. 


The woman isn’t looking where she’s going. She just walks 
out in front of me. 


And I stare. 


She stops, shocked at almost being bumped by the hood of 
my car. But that isn’t why I can’t take my eyes off her. 


In all my forty-two years, I’ve never seen a woman so, 
damn...so womanly. 


With her white shirt and suit jacket hugging her shapely 
form, I thank fate for putting her into my path, her full- 
figured beauty putting savage notions into my mind. Her 
skirt clings tightly to her ample thighs, the thin fabric 
unable to hide her curvaceous shape. I imagine tearing it 
like wet paper with my teeth, revealing the supple flesh 
beneath, nibbling, watching as goosebumps appear on her 
precious skin. 


She gaps at me, a strand of auburn hair falling loose from 
her ponytail. Even from here, I can see a hint of 
nervousness in the glinting of her emerald-green eyes, as 
though she’s not sure whether to say sorry or just keep 
walking. That’s so refreshing, because most women who 
look at me are all gushing supplication, shamelessly offering 
themselves with their too-eager eyes. 


But not this woman. 


“Santiago?” Delaney says. His tone of voice tells me it’s not 
the first time he’s said my name. “Are you there?” 


I press the end call button and just keep starting at the 
woman, a smirk on my face, as I eye her and she eyes me. 


She shrugs her office bag, causing her life-giving breasts to 
bounce in the imprisoning white shirt. I can vaguely make 
out the patterned pinkness of her bra, and it makes me 
want to discover if her nipples are just as pink. I wonder if 
she’ll look just as unsure as I suck on them, as I palm her 
fertile flesh with my hands. 


But then she’s gone, walking down the street. 


The moment passes and all I can do is watch the way her 
lavish ass sways with the motion of her hips. Child-bearing 
hips is a damn understatement. I feel like I’m looking at Eve 
herself, the most feminine form a human being has ever 
taken, her ponytail jostling around as though begging me to 
fist it and guide her parting lips to my throbbing manhood. 


I drive into the parking lot, knowing that I have to find that 
woman and make her mine. In all my years, climbing my 
way up to become a billionaire, I’ve never troubled myself 
with thinking about a wife or a family. 


But now that I’ve seen her, I know how foolish I was. 


I etch her face into my mind, remembering every detail. PU 
check the security footage...I have to fucking find her. 


I think I’ll go crazy if I don’t get to hear her voice, don’t get 
to look into those leaf-colored eyes without the Ferrari front 
window between us. 


As I make my way across the office toward the security 
room, a blonde, rail-thin intern comes skipping over to me. 
She’s wearing a dress that leaves absolutely nothing to the 


imagination...unlike my goddess, the woman who doesn’t 
need to flash her assets to get my attention. Not that this 
waif would ever get my attention. 


“Hello, Mr. Sasso,” she says. 


I turn to her. We’re standing alone in the hallway leading to 
the security room and I don’t appreciate the way she’s 
looking at me, as though, if I snapped my fingers, I could 
have her in any way and as many times as I wanted. 


She’s nothing compared to the nameless seraph fate just 
threw into my path. 


“Yes?” I say. 


She bats her eyelashes. She nods down toward her skirt, as 
though trying to get me to look. But I just stare coldly at 
her. “I just wanted to introduce myself. My name’s Casey 
and, well, I think you’re really, really hot.” She giggles, as if 
she just said something funny. Which she didn’t. “I know 
that it’s a bit forward, but, you know...nobody’s around.” 


I clench my jaws, regarding her with zero interest. I even 
feel a minor tremor of revulsion infusing my chest, 
spreading like sickness to the back of my throat, at the idea 
of taking her up on her too-forward offer. 


I shake my head and turn away, not answering her, and 
then pace down the hallway. 


My thoughts are captive to the princess with the stray wisp 
of oak-colored hair. I don’t just want to screw her, no damn 
way, that’s not good enough for her. I want to drive my 
throbbing spear inside of her and fire my life-giving elixir, 
and hold myself there like that, watching as spasms of 
pleasure move across her face. 


Then my seed will settle deep inside of her. 


I always thought I’d never find a woman good enough to be 
the mother of my children. But now I have...I just don’t 
know her name. 


In the security room, a high-tech place with a capable man 
standing with a military bearing named Simmons at the 
front desk, I learn that the future mother of my children 
was not caught on camera. 


“Pm sorry, sir,” Simmons says, running a hand awkwardly 
through his ginger crewcut. “But it’s a blind spot.” 


“A blind spot,” I snarl, voice trembling. “Fuck.” 


I turn away, fists clenched. I’ve been in the most heated, 
consequential business meetings in the world. I’ve stared 
down billionaires and become one myself. But I’ve always 
kept cold, even emotionless. 


But now Hades-like fury scours my chest, making me feel 
hollow except for the heat of my desire. 


I have to find my queen. I have to learn her name. 


If I don’t, I’m not sure any of this will be worth it. I ride my 
executive elevator up to my penthouse office, and as I walk 
across the marble floor and under the shadow of million- 
dollar art, I just want to tear it all to insignificant pieces. 


Without my well-formed Madonna, the sexiest damn woman 
I’ve ever laid my eyes on - the only woman I can dream of 
being with - it’s all a waste. 


I glance down at my desk when the intercom button light 
blinks red. “Yes?” I say, pressing the answering button. 


“We have the interviews today at eleven,” my secretary tells 
me. “Would you like me to rearrange the Underwood call? I 
know how you like to sit in on the interviews, sir.” 


“Yes,” I say, turning it off, hardly listening. 


Woman of my dreams, where are you? 


CHAPTER TWO 


S carlett 


My heart is still pounding like some kind of internal 
earthquake as I walk down the street, in the shadow of the 
glittering Sasso Communications building, and then cross 
the road and head for the café. Since I live on the ultra-far 
other end of the city, I got up at four AM this morning to 
make my eleven o’clock interview. But now it’s only half past 
nine. 


Oh well. Better early than late, right? 


I order a cappuccino and wait at the counter as the 
machine hisses loudly and business-type people chatter all 
around me. 


My near run-in with the Ferrari plays over and over in my 
mind. But it’s not the car I remember with a vivid 
viciousness. 


It’s him. 


Unless my sleepy mind deceived me, I’m certain that that 
was Santiago Sasso, billionaire owner and CEO of Sasso 


Communications, the company I’m interviewing at this 
morning. At only eighteen years old and without a college 
education, it’s a long shot, but Mr. Sasso’s company is a 
rare combination of moral and success, so it’s my number- 
one choice. 


I wonder what Lexi, my old friend at the orphanage, would 
say if she could see me now. But she went out west as soon 
as she turned eighteen to pursue the showbiz life, whatever 
the heck that means. I don’t have a mom or a dad to be 
proud of me for going for this job, but I feel a surge of pride 
for myself, anyway, as I carry my coffee outside and sit ona 
bench across the street. 


I’m not going to let my feelings of inadequacy act like a 
rope around my wrists, trapping me. No, I’ll charge out into 
the world and try, at least. 


I close my eyes, waiting for my coffee to cool, as I 
remember the way Mr. Sasso looked at me. With his silver 
hair swept to the side and his masculine jaws clenched 
tight, I could tell just how furious he was that I’d walked out 
in front of him. His fjord-blue eyes regarded me icily, as 
though I was just an inconvenience. I wondered if he’s had 
a difficult morning, because his big hands were clenching 
the steering wheel hard, causing his jacket sleeves to twitch 
and bulge with the pressure of his immense muscles. 


For the briefest of moments, I allowed my mind to gallop 
toward ridiculous territory. I imagined that all the tightness 
in his get-lost-kid expression was because he was attracted 
to me... which is the silliest thing in the universe. 


Just because I’ve crushed on Santiago Sasso for a heck of a 
long time, watching all his interviews and reading his books 
on business, free speech, and communication, it doesn’t 
mean this celebrity billionaire CEO would ever look at me 
twice. 


And, anyway, even if I was the socialite type he’s probably 
normally used to, I’m not the right shape for him, no 
freaking way. Even if society - thank God - is slowly starting 
to realize that plus-size doesn’t mean wrong, it just means 
different, I’m pretty sure skinny girls still have the biggest 
advantages going. 


I sigh, bringing my coffee cup to my lips. 
Bang. 


I flinch, turning at the noise, suddenly sure something 
terrible has happened. Then I see that two drivers are 
arguing, one of them leaning out of the window. One of 
them rear-ended the other. 


Then I happen to glance down and see the coffee-colored 
stain blooming on the pristine white of my shirt. 


Crud. 


The last thing I need when interviewing at the company of 
my dreams is a stain like this making me look slovenly and, 
let’s face it, unemployable. 


I go into the café but the lady behind the counter tells me 
the restrooms are out of order. 


Cursing under my breath and hurrying from the café, I 
basically run across the street. Suddenly, the time I have 
left until the interview doesn’t seem so long. I make sure 
not to get nearly hit by any cars this time, as I race into the 
lobby and to the restroom. 


I squirt soap into my hand and rub it into the shirt, but that 
only makes it worse, off-white mixing with the cameral 
stain. My heartbeat is like a stampede in my chest now, 
racing ahead at a gazillion miles per hour, as the prospect 


of working in any capacity for this company falls rapidly 
from the mirage of my future. 


I try and try for what feels like hours, but it doesn’t work. 
The stain is set deeply and is no way going to come off. 


I bite down so hard my teeth throb, and then turn swiftly 
and make for the exit. The only thing I can do is try and find 
somewhere I can buy another shirt. Maybe if I cut across 
the street, I'll be able to find a clothes store. 


I’m so lost in my thoughts I don’t even realize I’m walking 
straight into another person. Well, at least it’s not a car this 
time, but it’s still not the best idea. As I try to skirt around 
them, I suddenly stop, and now my heart pounds like a 
whole army of horses. 


I bite down, confused emotions dancing across my suddenly 
sensitive skin. 


Santiago Sasso stands right in front of me, all six foot five 
inches of him causing me to look up at him as though he’s 
Hercules fallen to earth. His smirk plays with his clean- 
shaven jaw, and the deep iron in his hair makes him look 
confident and powerful. Every inch of him declares primal 
strength, his muscles threatening to escape his tight-fitting 
suit. A silver watch wrapped casually around his wrist. 


“Uh, hello,” I whisper. 


“That’s the second time you almost run into me today.” He 
bares his teeth like an alpha wolf, not quite a smile. 


“Pm sorry,” I whisper, as fierce crimson embarrassment 
invades my cheeks. “I didn’t mean to. I was just so tired, 
because the public transport times mean I either get here 
really early, or too late, so...” 


I trail off, realizing I’m ranting. 


Mr. Sasso’s gaze flits up and down my body. I resist the 
urge to run away, because that would be so embarrassing 
and silly. But it’s difficult. I just know he’s judging me for 
the coffee stain, and all too late I realize it’s drawing 
attention to my boobs. 


He stares at them, his lips trembling slightly. He must be 
angry about it, I guess. Not only have I almost ran into him 
- twice - now I’m coming into his building looking like a 
complete slob. 


For a brief sizzling instant, I let myself imagine he’s staring 
at my breasts for other reasons. I imagine his firm tanned 
hands sliding up my body, peeling away my bra and palming 
my breasts, one in each hand. Or tearing my shirt away 
with his teeth so that buttons pop and go flying... 


But of course, that’s just fantasy, the curse of being so 
imaginative due to my addiction to reading books on my 
Kindle. Sometimes, it’s hard to draw the line where the 
pretend starts and the real begins. 


“What’s your name?” he demands. 

“Scarlett,” I whisper. 

“Scarlett,” he repeats, in a tone that’s difficult to read. 
“Uh... yeah.” 


“And you’re interviewing here today?” he asks, smirking at 
me as if I’m just one big joke. 


“Y-yes,” I stutter, cursing myself for being so dorky. I wish I 
could be like the women in those kick-ass TV procedurals I 
sometimes watch, who always have the right thing to say in 
the moment. But, as an aspiring writer, my wit is an after- 
the-fact sort of deal. “I’m just running across the street to 
get another shirt.” 


“Why?” he growls, stepping closer. 


We’re standing in the middle of the lobby but people filter 
around us like water, ignoring us. Then I notice that 
security guards stand in a circle around us, as if this is some 
sort of private meeting, just me and...the CEO. 


Why would he do this for me? Just to make fun of me? 
“Because I look... unprofessional.” 
“No,” he snarls. 


I feel his warm breath on my forehead, causing 
goosebumps to rise unstoppably all over my skin. I wonder 
what that breath would feel like in other places, blowing 
like a furnace against the sensitive sensuality of my aching 
lips. I have to stop letting my mind wander there. 
Whatever’s happening here, it’s not that. 


He must just be angry at me for the way I almost stumbled 
into him again. 


“No?” I whimper, when he doesn’t go on. 


“You don’t look unprofessional,” he barks. “You look...” He 
cuts off, smirking. Forty-two years old he might be, but as 
his stark blue eyes glisten, he has the energy and 
aggressiveness of an uncaged animal, primal and 
dangerous. “You know what, Scarlett? Let’s leave it here. 
I’ll see you soon, anyway.” 


“Wait, what?” 


“Didn’t you know?” He bares his teeth in primordial 
amusement. “I sit in for all my interviews.” 


Then he turns away and walks toward the elevator. 


I can’t help but watch him go, his broad back tugging on 
the edges of his suit jacket, creasing at the armpits as the 


fabric struggles to contain every sinful inch of his powerful 
body. 


I feel like I’m in a dream as I walk onto the street. But, 
doing some quick research on my phone, I know that I 
won't have enough time to get to the nearest clothes store 
and back. 


Maybe I should just leave, but there was something in Mr. 
Sasso’s expression, some sort of...I don’t know. 


Interest? 
I shake my head, trying to dislodge the unlikely idea. 


He’s a billionaire, a CEO, and in his late teens and early 
twenties he was a boxer. He’s a talented non-fiction author 
and could easily have any woman he wants. 


There’s no way he wants me. 


CHAPTER TAREE 


S antiago 


I sit at the rear of the large interview room, my hands 
resting on the arms of my chair, trying to keep myself calm. 
But it’s difficult after the meeting with Scarlett. 


When I happened to see her in the lobby, it was like I was a 
savage animal. Nothing in this world could’ve stopped me 
from striding across to learn her name. I noticed the coffee 
stain on her shirt, making me want to palm it, to rub it, to 
feel her nipples get hard...the same way they’ll get hard 
when she begins to produce milk for our children. 


I imagine pinching her nipples lightly in my hand, tempting 
the liquid gold to cream around her pink frothy nipples, 
perhaps even tasting a little for myself. It would only be 
fitting, I reason, to make sure the heavenly manna is sweet 
enough...or maybe I’m just giving myself an excuse to play 
with those delectable mounds. 


I almost told her in the lobby about my plans for us, but I 
didn’t want to startle her. I need to wait for an opportunity 
when we're alone. 


Unfortunately, this won’t be it, as a manager is getting set 
up across the room at the interview table. Her name is 
Marybeth Smithson, a hardworking woman who has been 
with Sasso Communications since the mid-2000’s. 


I hardly get involved in the interviews preceding my 
princesses, not that this is unusual. I just watch, normally, 
anyway, seeing if I can detect any unearned bravado in the 
applicants, or, occasionally, detesting the way some women 
will try to use the assets that don’t appear on their résumé 
to their advantage. 


Not like my queen, who keeps the place I'll store my 
precious seed clothed tightly in pantyhose and an ass- 
hugging skirt. I feel my manhood surging against my pants, 
a tight pulsation at the base, my balls like weighted stones 
in my underwear. It’s like all our future offspring are 
roaring, begging me to plunge deep into her plus-size 
perfection now, now, now. 


When it’s finally Scarlett’s turn, I have to grip the edge of 
the table to stop from letting out a carnal snarl. 


I didn’t realize how long her hair was. She’s arranged it so 
that it covers the coffee stain, falling in waves down to her 
breasts, soft and begging to be caressed. I want to let it fall 
like champagne through my fingers, and then tug it, softly, 
letting her know that I’m in charge as I lead her into a land 
of pleasure and unquenchable desire. 


She brushes her skirt down before she takes her seat, her 
hands grazing along her thigh. But not in the way some of 
the others do, as if willing me to look. She does it without 
thinking, nervously. She can’t seem to help biting her lip, 
making her seem cute and vulnerable. 


I want to shield her from the world as she raises our family 
and make my house a home worth living in...but also give 


her the room to fly like the magnificent angel she is. 


“So, Miss Manning,” Marybeth says. “I see here that the 
most experience you have in working in communications is 
for the school newspaper. Is that right?” 


“Yes, ma’am,” Scarlett says, a blush as deep as her name 
crawling tenderly across her throat, her pulse quivering. 
“But I’m only eighteen years old, so I don’t think it’s 
completely ridiculous to, you know, to put that on my 
résumé. And I did a really, really good job.” 


“Hmm,” Marybeth says 


“T wrote all the material for an entire semester last year. 
Every single page. As well as doing all the research for the 
paper, too. Two of the editors transferred and the other was 
a pot-smoking lay-about, so I had my hands full. But I never 
missed a deadline.” 


“Because, presumably, you were setting them,” Marybeth 
mutters. 


I watch, stunned, as my nervous princess becomes a sassy- 
as-hell empress, sitting up and folding her hands. Her 
painted nails are understated, just like the rest of her, but 
as she leans forward, I spot a hint of lioness in her 
expression. It’s all too easy to imagine her protecting my 
children with the same ferocity. 


“T was setting the deadlines, it’s true,” she snaps. “But I 
never did myself any favors. I actually set deadlines a week 
earlier than our previous editor did. I love to write, I love 
words. I love the truth and I love...” 


She trails off, panting. 


Her whole neck has turned a deep shade of red now. My 
manhood is like a starving python in my pants, muscled and 


taut and eager as it shifts around. Squeezing the table is 
the only way to stop myself from charging over there and 
stripping her shirt off to see if that vivid flush has spread to 
the perfect landscape of her chest. 


It’s not just her physical beauty, though, even if she’s sexier 
and more beautiful than any woman I’ve ever laid eyes on. 
It’s the fire in her eyes, combined with the anxiety. She’s 
not putting up a front. She’s genuine. She is who she is. 


And I respect that. 
“Go on, Scarlett,” I urge in a deep growl. 


She flinches, glancing at me as if she forgot I was here. “It’s 
just that, Mr. Sasso—” 


“Santiago,” I growl. 


The idea that my mate, the woman who, if we’d met in a 
different time, would keep our children safe in the cave as I 
went out and hunted for a bounty fit for a woman like her, 
would call me by my surname makes me sick. 


“Well, Santiago...” She swallows. “It’s just that I’ve admired 
your company for a long time. And I know I haven’t got the 
most experience in the world. And I know I’m only eighteen 
and I haven’t been to college. But I care. I really care. And 
I’m a hard worker.” 


Marybeth shuffles some papers, effectively dismissing her 
chances of getting the job. But I feel a deep thrum in my 
chest. The passion in her voice, the sincerity in her bright 
gem-colored eyes...it reminds me of me, when I first started 
this company. 


“We'll be in touch,” Marybeth says curtly. 


I stand up and wander to the desk, glancing at her résumé. 


I see that her address is at the top, the location of her 
apartment causing surges of flame to move through me. 


It’s in a rundown part of town. I want to put Scarlett on a 
throne and cover her in furs, dripping jewelry, all the finery 
of life...and then strip it all away so that she’s lying naked 
and flushed and fertile on the floor, begging me to plunge 
my fecund poleax between the sacred folds of her baby- 
making temple. She doesn’t belong in a place like that. 


But I have her address now, and that’s all that matters. 


I step back, keeping my gaze locked on her. “We’ll be in 
touch,” I growl. 


I notice her face drop, as though she thinks she hasn’t 
gotten the job. 


“And you’re hired,” I say. “There was never any doubt about 
that. Of all the candidates we’ve interviewed this morning, 
you’re by far the most passionate, the most genuine. You 
didn’t try and trick us. You could’ve bloated your résumé 
with fake achievements like all the other candidates did, but 
you showed the most important quality I look for in an 
employee, Scarlett. You showed honesty.” 


And that’s just one of the things that’s going to make you a 
perfect mother to our children. 


But I can’t tell her that, not yet, not with Marybeth here to 
steal some of the privacy and splendor of the moment. And, 
also, I know that once I tell her it will be a godlike feat to 
restrain myself from exploring the terrain of her undulating 
curves. 


“Oh, wow,” she says, gasping. “Thank you so much!” 
“You start tomorrow,” I tell her. 


“So then, um...” 


“What are we going to be in touch about?” 


She nods, biting her lip in that way that threatens to make 
my balls go nuclear. 


“That’s personal,” I tell her sternly. I nod at Marybeth, who 
takes the signal and quickly leaves the room. Then I step 
forward, but somehow manage to restrain myself from 
mauling her right here. “Just promise me one thing, 
Scarlett. You’ll stay in this evening. I have my business to 
take care of. But I need to tell you something...alone. 
Promise.” 


She finally lets her lip go. The flesh is marked slightly. I 
clench my fists so hard my fingers jab into my palms 
painfully. I want - no, need - to touch those lips, but not yet, 
not here. 


“T promise,” she says. 


CHAPTER FOUR 


S carlett 


When I finally get back to my crummy apartment, with the 
peeling wallpaper and the faucet that’s gone drip-drip-drip 
ever since I moved here from the orphanage, I pinch my 
arm just to make sure I’m not dreaming. 


But I’m awake. Santiago Sasso offered me a job. I start 
tomorrow. 


And he also told me not to leave the apartment tonight. 
That’s not exactly a challenge, as I’m so tired it’s a struggle 
to keep my eyes open. But I’m home much earlier than I 
expected to be. As soon as I walked into the lobby, a man in 
a suit was there, in black sunglasses, looking like a member 
of the CIA or something. 


“Miss,” he said. “Mr. Sasso has instructed me to give you a 
ride home.” 


As I rode in the back of the car, I squeezed my hands 
together and tried to stop the eels of anxiety from slithering 
electrically through my body. I’ve got no idea why Santiago 
Sasso himself would take such an interest in me. I can’t 


help but let my mind wander back to that horrible 
embarrassing incident I suffered as a teenager. 


I trusted somebody once before, and it didn’t turn out well. 
Now, Santiago himself wants to see me...why? Is it some 
kind of cruel trick? 


I sit down on my couch, completely beat, and let my head 
fall back as my eyes close. 


All throughout the interview, I saw him looking at me with 
that stern, oh-so-CEO look on his face. It’s the same face 
I’ve studied on the back page of his non-fiction books, 
admiring the salt in the stubble he sometimes wears in 
some of them. 


My over-active wannabe-writer’s imagination throws up a 
bunch of thriller scenarios, a thousand horrors for his 
reason for wanting to meet with me. 


It just doesn’t make any sense. 


I’m the girl men ignore. I’m the girl who hides away in a 
private corner of the library, pushing my face as deep into 
the pages of a book as it will go. Sure, lately I’ve replaced 
paperbacks with my beloved Kindle, but the sentiment is 
the same. Imaginary worlds are way, way easier to live in. 


In imaginary worlds, I get to know what it’s like to be seen, 
not just by men, but by anybody. That’s how I spent my 
whole life at the orphanage, an invisible wraith. And, the 
one time I was finally seen, it didn’t turn out very well at all. 


I guess some bitter part of me accepted a long time ago 
that the things other, skinnier girls take for granted, they 
just aren’t for me. I didn’t even go to prom. I’m just not that 
sort of girl. So, whatever Santiago Sasso wants, I just can’t 
help but think it’s something sinister, something... mean. 


But then, everything I know about him tells me otherwise. 
He’s a good man and his company is built on values of 
morality and honesty. 


Confusion grips me in invisible, torturous hands. I find I 
can’t settle. I go to my tiny, thrift-shop desk in the corner of 
the room and try to hammer out a few hundred words on 
my beat-up laptop. Sometimes, as I sit in this ramshackle 
desk, I let myself dream about being a writer. 


Knock-knock. 


I swallow down acid anxiety. The knocks reverberate 
throughout the apartment with the confidence that tells me 
they must belong to Santiago. There’s no way a man like 
him would knock quietly. 


I go to the door, realizing too late that I’m still in my coffee- 
stained shirt. I adjust my hair like I did in the interview and 
open the door, heart thumping deafeningly in my ears. 


Santiago leans against the doorframe, his bare arms 
knotted with tight balls of muscle. He’s taken his jacket off 
and rolled up the sleeves of his white shirt and, as he leans 
there, it rides up his belly, showing the well-defined 
delineations of his ab muscles. 


“Scarlett,” he growls. “Are you going to invite me in?” 


“Uh, yeah, sorry,” I say. I’ve just been standing here gaping 
at him like a complete doofus. “Do you want coffee? Oh, 
actually, I’ve run out of coffee. Tea?” 


“Tea will be fine,” he says, strolling casually into my 
apartment. I close the door behind him, unable to look away 
from his partly-diaphanous shirt, to the tight collection of 
powerful back muscles beneath. 


What would it be like to run my fingernails down that back, 
to feel each twitching point of power? “You keep the place 
clean. It’s not much, but you take pride in it.” 


“T try to,” I say, moving through to the kitchen. 


Why the heck is he here? I want to come right out and ask 
him, but there’s a thick butter-knife tension in the air, 
making it difficult to talk. 


He drops onto the couch, putting his arm over the back. 
When I set the tea on the coffee table, he nods to the place 
next to him. I lick my dry lips and sit down, knowing that 
he’s just put his hand there by accident, but wishing it was 
for me...wishing he’d grab me and hug me close to him, let 
me rest my cheek against his rock-solid chest. 


“T think it’s time you knew, Scarlett.” 


I swallow. My suspicious instincts hum as a dozen 
explanations riot through my head. 


“Um, okay...” 


He turns to me and then grabs my hands, moving his 
thumbs over my knuckles. I clutch onto him tightly, worried 
this is all some sadistic trick and yet unable to stop. 


“Scarlett,” he growls. “You’re mine. There’s no simpler way 
to say it. From the moment you almost ran into my car this 
morning, I knew. I’ve been waiting my whole damn life for 
you. I always thought the idea of the one was absolute 
bullshit. But now I know the truth. It’s not. And you're the 
one for me.” 


“But I’m...” I shake my head. “I’m not exactly the sort of girl 
who must be all over you all the time—” 


He gives my hands a light squeeze. “I’m not interested in 
them. You’re a goddess. We’re perfect for each other in 


every way. I’m going to put my seed in you, Scarlett.” 


“Oh, God,” I whisper. My womb does a freaking backflip 
inside of me, sending out signals that scream yes-yes-yes. I 
know I do a terrible job at hiding the desire from my face, 
but I can’t help it, I want it with such excruciating urgency. 
“Are you serious? This isn’t some sort of crazy trick?” 


“Trick?” He narrows his eyes at me. “I’d never trick you, 
Scarlett. We both care about the truth more than anything. 
I want you. I need you. I never dreamed I’d find a woman 
capable of being my partner, but now I have.” 


I open my mouth to speak, but no words will come out. Then 
the man whose author photo I’ve admired for as long as I 
can remember leans forward and brushes the hair from my 
forehead. “I’ve wanted to do that from the second I laid 
eyes on you.” 


I shiver. “ You’re saying I’m messy, huh?” I sass. 


“No,” he growls. “Because I knew it would make you shiver 
and whimper the way you just did. And that’s just fucking 
perfection.” 


He grabs my shoulders in his firm hands and pulls me into 
his lap. I’ve always wondered what it’d be like to be handled 
as though I weigh nothing, and now I know. He guides me 
onto his lap and something just lets loose inside of me, my 
shyness receding into the background for a few minutes... 
even if it doesn’t disappear entirely. 


He opens his mouth and I feel the rough warmth of his lips. 
His tongue finds mine, guiding me, nerve endings buzzing 
and captivating my face as though a mask of irresistible 
heat has been placed over me. 


He palms my breasts, pushing them together. A sudden 
note of uncertainty runs through me...surely he’s not going 


to like what he finds. But he growls deeply and leans back, 
staring at my breasts in my shirt, exploring them and 
massaging them. 


“Fuck,” he growls. I feel his manhood through his pants, a 
solid metal rod pushing into my skirt. “I need to feel those 
without your shirt in the way. I need to suck your nipples, 
Scarlett, and watch them turn pink. I need to feel your body 
shiver as I slide my cock inside of your wet hole. Do you 
understand? Tell me you need it.” 


“T need it,” I moan, my sex tingling with star-like radiation, 
a thousand kissing points thrumming up and down my lips. 
He grinds against me, pushing up so that his manhood finds 
the private area in my pantyhose, grazing gorgeously 
against my panties. “But—but—” 


“What?” he growls, sliding his hand up my thigh toward my 
sex. I lean back slightly, giving him a better angle to reach 
my needy clit. “You don’t have to be shy with me, Scarlett. 
You’re going to take my seed. My child is going to grow in 
your belly. If this was as little as three hundred years ago, 
there would be nothing strange about me claiming you, like 
I am claiming you. You’re mine. So don’t be scared to tell 
me anything.” 


“I want to do this,” I whisper. “But I’m just so nervous, 
Santiago. That’s the truth.” 
“Why?” he says, pausing his hand on my thigh. 


He looks at me plainly, in a way nobody ever has before. All 
my life, I’ve been waiting for somebody to understand me, 
or at least to take the time to try and understand me. As he 
looks at me, I feel like I’ve finally found it. 


And now I’m going to have to ruin it all. 


“T’m not what you think I am,” I whisper, voice trembling. 
“Santiago, I’m so sorry. But I’m a virgin.” 


He leans back, staring at me with his characteristic 
unreadable expression. I feel his hand loosening on my leg, 
as though now that he knows the truth, he wants nothing 
else to do with me. 


Part of me regrets telling him already. But he’s right. I value 
the truth above everything else. 


I guess it’s ironic, then, that I didn’t know this was too good 
to be true. 


CHAPTER FIVE 


S antiago 


Scarlett slides off my lap and retreats to the other side of 
the couch. The emotions that ricochets between her 
features is complete embarrassment and shame, as though 
she thinks her being a virgin is going to make me want to 
leave. But I can’t speak, not right away, to tell her 
otherwise. 


n 


“A virgin... 
trembling. 


The words come out slowly. My voice is 


“Y-yes,” she stutters, which she did before, earlier today. 
Earlier today. The phrase seems absurd. I feel like I’ve 
known this woman my entire life. “I know it’s not what you 
hoped for. I guess I should have told you before we started 
kissing, but I just got carried away.” 


I stare at her flushed red lips, and that redness just makes 
me think of another, of the crimson prize I’ll win when I 
plunge my fleshy sword between her thighs. I want to feel 
it, the precise moment when the engorged head of my 


manhood pushes firmly against her blood-giving point of 
release, the symbol of Scarlett offering herself to me. 


She folds her arms, causing her breasts to shift around. 
This woman has countless ways to tempt me. 


“So I guess you'll be going now,” she murmurs. 
“Going?” I snarl. 


“Well.” She interlaces her fingers, squeezing and pressing, 
anxiety fidgeting through her. “I guess you came here for 
some sort of booty-call, right? And now you know I’m not a 
virgin—” 


I leap across the couch like a jaguar emerging from its 
hiding spot, wrapping my arms around her and dragging 
her inexorably into my lap. I clamp my hand down on her 
thigh, feeling her skin prickle even through the pantyhose. I 
drive my hand up toward her sex. 


“You think that makes me want you Jess?” I roar, kissing her 
in a fight of passion. 


Our teeth click, the wanting is so strong on both sides. I 
break it off, nibbling her neck, sensing the tremors that 
move through her. 


“Knowing that I’m going to be the first to claim you - the 
only one to ever touch you - just drives me crazier, Scarlett. 
The first moment I saw you, I knew I wanted my seed to find 
a home in your belly the first time I take you. Now, you’re 
going to get pregnant on your first time, period.” 


“T want that,” she whispers. “But what if I don’t?” 


“You will,” I assure her. “I can feel how badly your body 
wants to bear my child.” 


“Are you serious?” she sasses, smiling. “You really think you 
know my body that well, huh?” 


“T think I know your body better than you,” I tell her. “For 
example, you’ve never orgasmed before.” 


She gaps at me, but the corners of her lips twist up into a 
smile. “How the heck did you know that?” 


I grind my hand with more force against her leg, feeling the 
answering shivers in her movements. “Because I can feel 
you, Scarlett. I can feel how badly you want this.” 


“But only with you,” she sighs, gripping onto my shoulders. 
“T don’t just want sex in general. I’m not a slut.” 


“A slut?” I laugh grimly, inching ever closer to the sacred 
hole I would kill a thousand men just to taste. “You don’t 
need to use words like that with me. When it’s just us, 
Scarlett, you can be anything you want ... when we’re 
alone. I’m claiming you, but I also want to help you develop. 
I want to be your rock.” 


“I want that,” she gasps, wiggling all needy against my 
hand. “You don’t have any idea how badly.” 


I finally stop my hand at her sex, pushing so that I can feel 
her lips pushing through her clothes, the thick folds that 
will be the best for pushing a baby out...but not before I’ve 
plunged something in, over and over, watching as her thick 
white cream mixes with my precome. 


“Jesus, you’re making me crazy and I haven’t even seen you 
without your clothes off yet. I keep thinking about taking it 
from you.” 

“My virginity?” 


“Yes. You’ve been keeping it for me all these years without 
even knowing it.” 


“I’m glad,” she whispers. “Oh, oh, do you think you can 
keep touching me like that?” 


I grin like the unleashed wolf I am. “So polite,” I growl. “But 
I can do better than that.” 


“What do you mean—Ah! Oh!” 


I jump from the couch and lay her on her back, tearing a 
hole in her pantyhose to expose the pink fabric of her 
underwear. She moans, nodding, biting her lip as she stares 
at me with wide eyes. 


“I’m going to taste your untouched pussy,” I growl. “It’s a 
preview, Scarlett, of the pleasure you'll feel when I push 
myself inside of you and shatter your innocence all over me. 
Tell me you want it.” 


“I do want it, badly,” she cries, opening her legs for me. “I 
want to feel you so freaking badly. But...” 


“But what?” I’m on my knees, my hands braced on the 
accommodating flesh of her shapely thighs. Her panties are 
winking pinkly at me through the hole in her pantyhose. 
“Tell me, Scarlett. Remember...no lies.” 


“I might be too...you know...well, I’m not exactly the 
skinniest girl in the world.” 


For a moment, I’m not even sure what she means. Then it 
hits me. 


Is it possible that she thinks her curves, her plus-size 
voluptuousness, are bad things? Does she really think that 
not starving herself and letting her body fill its natural 
proportions will turn me off? 


“Scarlett,” I tell her. “You’re perfect just the way you are. 
Your curves tell me you’ll know how to care for our child, 
that you'll take care of yourself during pregnancy. Your 


breasts, your big beautiful breasts...they’re perfect for so 
many things. Fucking with my throbbing cock, feeding our 
first child, driving a man wild with a well-placed coffee 
Stain...” 


“Hey,” she sasses. “ That was an accident. But do you really 
mean it?” 


“Of course I do,” I growl. “The truth, remember?” 
“Okay. Then, I have a truth I’d like to say.” 
“What?” 


She bats her eyes, all cute embarrassment, and then 
whispers, “I want you to taste me, Santiago.” 


I drag her toward me so that her panties are pressed up 
right against my mouth. Clutching them in my teeth, I tear 
them with one violent snap of my head, pulling them away 
from her sex. 


And then, for a stunned few moments, I just stare as a sense 
of awe and wonder trickles through my body. Her pussy is 
glistening and pink, the hole winking at me. Her lips are 
large...all the better for me to play with. 


“Tve never seen a more appetizing meal in my whole damn 
life,” I tell her. “And I only dine at the finest restaurants.” 


I bring my mouth to her and open it as wide as I can, 
tasting as much of her as possible. She arches her back and 
lets out a musical moan, pulsating against my mouth. I push 
harder against her tanginess, guiding my tongue to the 
hardened nub of her clit, tight with her long-withheld 
anticipation. 


I can feel her body priming itself for me, her womb 
thrumming as it gets her eggs ready to take my seed, to 
take what’s mine...and create something that’s ours. 


“Oh, God... how are you doing...that...” 


I want to slip my tongue inside of her so I can taste her for 
real, but I’m saving that for my cock, when Ill sheath myself 
to my balls and feel every soaking wet inch of her insides 
clutching onto me for dear life. 


She moves her hand down, clutching the back of my head. 
But then she snatches it away. “I’m sorry...” 


I get it. She thinks she’s being presumptuous. With a 
savage, throaty laugh, I grab her hand and press it to the 
back of my head. “Push me hard,” I tell her. “I want to feel 
every ounce of your creamy juices all over my lips.” 


I attack her clit with my tongue and lips, sucking and licking 
so fast she starts to buck and moan and cry out in ecstasy. 


Then, for a moment, everything stops. I can feel the tiny 
muscles in her legs and throughout her body trembling, 
gathering their energy. 


“T’m—going—to—” 


She turns her head and bites into the cushion, her 
fingernails clawing onto the back of my leg as her orgasm 
unleashes a torrent of squirting pleasure onto my tongue. I 
take all of her, opening my mouth wide and swallowing, 
getting my body used to the feeling of her body. It will make 
my instincts keener to impregnate her, knowing how sweet 
and luscious her insides are. 


She finally lets go of the cushion. “Jesus,” she whispers. 
“Oh, fricking hell, Santiago, that was...” 


I sit back. “Just the beginning,” I finish for her. 


“T can’t believe how...how heavenly that felt,” she whispers, 
sitting up. She giggles. “Is that kinda silly?” 


“No.” I sit down next to her, wrapping her in my arms, 
pulling her close. “It’s fitting, since you’re an angel.” 


“T feel sort of guilty, though, for not helping you.” 
I turn to her. “Don’t worry,” I growl. “Tomorrow.” 
“Tomorrow?” she whispers. 


“T’m going to give you the greatest night of your entire life.” 


CHAPTER SIX 


S carlett 


After my first day at the office, which basically just involves 
writing the copy nobody else wants to deal with, I head out 
to the lobby to head home. I feel a surge of uncertainty 
when I think about last night, about the way my body 
opened up to new sensations and feelings I’ve never even 
hinted at before. 


All day today, I was waiting for Santiago to make an 
appearance. But he never showed. And I guess it’s silly, 
because he’s Mr. CEO and I’m just a lowly copywriter, to 
expect him to come and visit me personally. 


But a dark thought takes hold in my mind. What if last night 
was a trick, the same way I was tricked before? The 
aftershocks of that horrible event have always clung to me 
like a wet towel..only this towel is wet with gasoline, not 
water, and one day I’m terrified somebody’s going to set it 
on fire again. 


When I’m about to leave the building, a man in a suit 
approaches me, peering at me through thick sunglasses. It 


takes me a moment to recognize that it’s the same man 
from before. I recognize his curly black hair and the golden, 
inscribed wedding ring on his hand. 


“Ma’am,” he says. “Mr. Sasso would like you to join him this 
evening, if it’s convenient.” 


If it’s convenient? As if I’m going to say no. I’ve been 
dreaming of reuniting with him ever since he left my 
apartment last night. 


“Where are we going?” I ask, as we walk into the parking 
lot. 


“To your new apartment,” the man says, striding over to a 
limousine and holding the door open for me. “Mr. Sasso said 
you might find it unusual, so he took the liberty of recording 
this short message.” 


He takes a phone from his suit jacket pocket and clicks play 
on a video. I watch as Santiago leans his impressive 
forearms on the desk in his office, staring at the camera 
with those eyes that were made to undress me. “Scarlett, 
I’m tired of you living in that rundown shithole. You deserve 
better. So go with my man, here, and take your place in an 
apartment fit for the princess you are.” 


I climb into the car, sitting back as the limousine glides 
through the city. Insecurity drapes over me like a blanket, 
clinging. I wish I could just throw it away and believe, with 
all my heart, that this is really happening. But I’ve still got 
those vestiges of uncertainty bouncing around my head. 


When I walk into the lobby, though, with its tall marble 
pillars and sleek exclusive elevator, I feel some of that 
scorching away. I can’t help but gasp when I walk into the 
penthouse apartment, strolling into the kitchen and staring 


in wonder at the tall metal fridge, the kitchen island which 
is, no joke, almost as big as my old living room. 


“Ts this really mine?” I gasp aloud. 
“Tt’s only what you deserve.” 


I turn at Santiago’s growling voice. He stalks into the 
kitchen like a predator emerging from the undergrowth. 
His salt and pepper hair is swept back and his sleeves are 
rolled up, those taut forearms causing swirls of desire to 
sweep through me. 


“You better get dressed,” he commands. “We don’t want to 
be late.” 


“Late for what?” I ask. 


He moves closer, stopping when he’s bare inches from me. 
Every part of him trembles like a volcano about to erupt. 
When I glance down, I see that the solid outline of his 
manhood is pulsing suggestively like a twitching sword 
ready to leap from its sheath. He must be so hard, the blood 
pumping furiously through his fleshy length, his seed 
aching to be inside of me. My womb quivers and sends 
surging electricity through me, begging me to take his 
seed, take it now... 


Before it’s too late. Before he tells me this is all a twisted 
game. 


“For dinner,” he says, taking a step back. “I’m going to wine 
and dine you like a lady, Scarlett. And then afterward, it’ll 
be time for the sweetest dessert either of us has ever 
tasted.” 


He takes me by the hand, his fingers sending further jolts of 
steaming want around my body, and leads me to the 
bedroom. Then he steps back at the door, nodding inside. 


“Your clothes are on the bed,” he growls. “But if I go in 
there with you, I won’t be able to stop myself.” 


I hurry inside to find a sparking red dress laid out on the 
bed, with red heels and flats at the side. There is also a 
pearl necklace and red lingerie with frilly trim. Santiago 
has left a note on the panties, written in his neat, almost 
poetic script. You can choose your shoes, my queen, 
whatever is most comfortable. Everything else, though, is 
compulsory. 


I bite my lip, staring down at the clothes, wondering if he 
realizes how they'll look on me. I know he said he likes my 
figure, but this dress is not the sort of thing I usually wear. 
But my desire to please him swells inside of me, and I 
quickly slip into the clothes. After tussling my hair in that 
way he likes, I emerge from the bedroom, wondering if he’s 
going to laugh or suggest a change of outfit. 


But when he sees me, he clenches his teeth and balls his 
hands into tight fists. His eyes roam over the way the dress 
clings to my body, in all those places I’d usually be self- 
conscious about. But, standing under Santiago’s gaze, I 
can’t help but feel so womanly. It’s like I’m his war-prize. 
Like he’s just gotten back from a battle and now he’s going 
to claim me. 


Oh, how I want to be claimed by my Mr. CEO. 
“We better leave, soon,” he barks. “Right fucking now.” 


“Why?” I giggle, a surge of confidence infusing me. I turn 
Slightly, lifting the dress seductively up my thigh. I feel silly 
and yet it’s worth it, to see the way lust grips his jaws like a 
vice. “Scared you won’t be able to help yourself, huh?” 


He nods seriously. “That’s an understatement.” 


Suddenly, he moves forward, a lion approaching his lioness. 
He grips my thigh and pushes me up against the wall. His 
hand is firm, so achingly close to my sex I feel the wetness 
blooming like a bursting ball of soaked fire. 


“Seeing you like this,” he snarls. “It makes me want to build 
you a fucking empire. It makes me want to make more 
billions, to conquer the whole world for you. If this was a 
different time, Scarlett, I’d become a warlord to secure 
your kingdom. You’re gorgeous thick legs, Jesus Christ, they 
drive me insane.” 


“Thick legs,” I whisper. “I’m pretty sure most people like 
thin legs.” 


“Most people are fools,” he snarls, squeezing hard, palming 
his hand up my thigh. He pauses near my sex. “There’s so 
much for me to explore. Your curvaceous thighs are like 
uncharted territories for me. I want to explore every single 
inch, with my teeth, with my hands...with my cock. I want to 
paint your thighs in my precome, teasing the offspring in 
my seed with the closeness to your sex, and then, and only 
then...” 


“Oh, God,” I whisper, voice trembling. “How the heck are 
we going to get through dinner?” 


“T’ve got no fucking idea,” he growls, stepping back. “I’ve 
never masturbated in my life, Scarlett. And I haven’t been 
with a woman in over ten years.” 


“What!” 


“I was waiting for the right one,” he growls. “And now I’ve 
found you. I want my manhood to be ready. I can feel how 
eager my seed is to make a home in your velvety womb. Can 
you feel it, too?” 


“Yes,” I admit. “It’s like these twinges in my belly. I really 
can, Santiago. My body wants your babies, but...” 


“But what?” he growls. 


But what if this is all a trick? What if I don’t deserve a 
happily ever after? 


“Nothing,” I say quickly, heading for the door. “Shall we get 
going?” 


CHAPTER SEV EN 


S antiago 


We sit at the most exclusive table in the most exclusive 
penthouse restaurant in the city. Below us, the setting sun 
makes the metropolitan glow red-orange, and in the 
restaurant the sconce lights flicker off the polished 
silverware. My queen looks around at the splendor with her 
mouth open, and then closes it a moment later... 


Which I’m glad about. 


Sitting there with her mouth open gives me savage ideas. 
It’s all too easy to imagine sliding my manhood into her 
quivering lips, getting it good and wet for when I plunge it 
inside of her, bringing the head to her ripe red fruit, oh-so- 
ready for bursting. 


I didn’t plan on telling her about how I haven’t had a 
release in over ten years. But I don’t want to lie to her, 
either. Women have never interested me much. In my 
youth, there were a few dalliances here and there, but 
never anything serious. I don’t even remember their faces. 


They’re all obliterated in my mind by Scarlett. 


When the waiter arrives, a prim-looking man with a brown 
mustache and a patterned cloth over one arm, Scarlett 
bites her lip in that just-Scarlett way, taking the menu with 
a slight shaking of her hands. 


“What is it?” I ask. 


“Um, woah,” she giggles. “How did you even know that 
anything was wrong?” 


I reach across the table and take her hand, squeezing 
supportively. “Because I can read you. You were made for 
me, Scarlett. lll always know how you're feeling. And I’ll 
always be here to make you feel better. So tell me. Is it the 
menu?” 


She nods, eyes downcast, as though she’s ashamed to admit 
it. “I guess I should get a salad, right?” 


“Scarlett, look at me.” 


She slowly looks up, causing a riot in my body. Every nerve I 
have jumps around as if urging me to turn full beast and 
just jump across the table, knocking all this fine silverware 
to the floor, and then grab her by the shoulders and bend 
her over. The memory of her pink, glistening pussy is still 
too vivid in my mind ... and the knowledge that it’s never 
been touched makes it all the more irresistible. 


“You’re the most beautiful woman in this restaurant,” I tell 
her. “I wouldn’t be attracted to a woman who was scared to 
eat. I like to eat, too. Do you really think I want to have to 
worry about some rail-thin socialite judging me every time I 
get a double cheeseburger? Damn, Scarlett, get whatever 
the hell you want.” 


Her characteristic crimson flush spreads across her face 
and neck. “Well, when you put it like that...a cheeseburger 


does sound kinda great. But do you think it’d be weird, 
ordering a cheeseburger in a place like this?” 


I scoff. “You can order anything you want, anywhere you 
want. Your days of feeling self-conscious in places like this is 
long gone. If you believed the moon was cheese, like some 
little kids do—” 


“Hey! I’m not that silly!” 


“I know,” I assure her, giving her hand a squeeze again. 
“You're smart, honest, kind and capable. I read some of 
your work earlier, and it was fantastic, the best copy from a 
new hire I’ve ever read. I think you’d make an incredible 
writer, Scarlett. The artistic flourishes in your prose...they 
were exceptional.” 


“Wow,” she says, leaning down and resting her cheek 
against my hand like a she-wolf supplicating her alpha. 
“That means so much to me, you have no idea. But what 
were you Saying about the moon?” 


I grin savagely. “If you thought the moon was cheese, I’d 
dedicate billions of dollars to get there, and bring you back 
a sample. Anything for my queen.” 


She giggles, batting her eyelashes at me. She must not 
have any idea how insane that drives me, how innocent and 
sexy she looks at the same time. “Okay, so that’s a fancy way 
of saying I can get a cheeseburger, right?” 


a Right.” 


When the waiter returns, I order two cheeseburgers, as 
well as fries, onion rings, garlic bread, and some garlic 
mushrooms. “I didn’t want to get too much,” I tell Scarlett. 
“We need to save room for dessert.” 


“Oh, yeah,” she says sarcastically. “You really ordered the 
healthiest stuff on the menu.” 


We both laugh, exchanging a secret glance, the sort of look 
I imagine men and women in long-term relationships must 
exchange all the time. It’s like we’re silently telling each 
other, Fuck all those idiots who think eating salads and 
scrimping on calories means they’re better than everybody 
else. 


“Scarlett,” I ask her as we wait for the food to arrive, 
“what’s stopping you from becoming a writer?” 


“Um, money,” she laughs. “It’s not like I can just write a 
book, have it become a bestseller, and then live off the 
earnings all in the space of a month.” 


“So that’s why you applied for my company?” I ask. 


“No.” She mock-glares, playful feistiness making her 
features taunting. “I applied to your company because of its 
moral principles. But yeah, I’d be lying if I said my dream 
scenario wouldn’t be to be a writer.” 


“Are you working on anything right now?” I ask. 


“You know, Santiago, this is pretty much more interest than 
anybody has ever taken in my passion before.” 


“You deserve to be listened to,” I tell her. “But not just 
because you’re my queen. It’s because you’re talented.” 


She glows, her whole face brightening under the attention. 
“Well, yeah, I’m working on something right now. It’s a 
thriller book about a girl in an orphanage. I guess you could 
say it’s based on my own life a little.” 


“T can’t wait to read it,” I tell her, my voice infused with 
genuine sincerity. “I’ll save a place on my bookshelf.” 


“Your virtual bookshelf, right?” 
“What do you mean?” 


She interlaces her fingers, laying her chin on them in a way 
that causes her pearl necklace to jostle around. My hunter’s 
mind urges me to grab the necklace and use it to tug her 
closer, so that I can taste her plump lips. 


But my princess deserves to be listened to, as well as lusted 
after. I won’t disrespect the mother of my child...until the 
time is right to paint her in red-hot sin. 


“Well, you obviously prefer reading on Kindle to hard copy, 
right?” 


“You're joking, princess?” I snarl. “There’s nothing like the 
feeling of a book in your hand.” 


“Here we go,” she giggles. 


“What do you mean, here we go?” I banter. “It’s a valid 
point, surely. The feel of a book, it’s...” I trail off. 


“See,” she exclaims. “Everybody always goes on and on 
about the way a book feels and everything, but when it 
comes down to actually giving some concrete reasons, they 
can’t think of anything. Whereas for my side of the 
argument, there’s loads. Customizability, storage, 
portability...” 


“Say what you want,” I chuckle. “You’re never going to 
change my mind.” 


She flashes her brave green eyes at me. “Uh-uh, we'll see 
about that. I’m pretty sure I’ve got a long, long time to 
change it, haven’t I?” She glances down, wincing as though 
in emotional pain. “Sorry, that was way, way forward.” 


“Scarlett,” I snarl. “There’s no forward with us. We’re 
Scarlett and Santiago, now, forever. You’re going to give me 
at least five children, so I think we better get comfortable 
around each other.” 


“In that case,” she sasses, “doesn’t five seem a little low to 
you?” 


I have to bite down to stop the wolf-like howl of victory from 
escaping my lips. I feel my entire body, right down to the my 
fucking atoms, demanding that I take this woman right now, 
right here. I glance toward the kitchen to see if the food is 
going to be much longer, but when I turn back, I lose all 
control. 


I stand up and offer her my hand. “We’re leaving,” I say, 
hardly able to restrain my voice. “I can’t wait a second 
longer to put my seed inside of you. I feel it, Scarlett.” 


She stands up, shivering, excitement painting her features 
crimson. “What do you mean?” 


“T feel all our offspring inside of me, eager to get out. And I 
can fucking smell the scent of your fertile womb.” 


“Santiago,” she gushes. “I have to admit, I was sort of 
hoping you’d say we could leave early. I’m going crazy over 
here.” 


I wrap my arm around her shoulder, pulling her close to 
me. I can’t wait any longer. I’ve withheld my lust for as long 
as any man could humanely be expected to around Scarlett, 
with her tempting curves and her quick-witted tongue, with 
her put-a-child-in-me hips. 


Everything about her is too fertile and sexy to resist. 


I need to be inside of her tonight. Now. Right this fucking 
second. 


I’ve never wanted anything more in my entire life. 


CHAPTER EIGHT 


S carlett 


Santiago slides his hand softly up the back of my thigh as 
the private elevator takes us up to the hotel penthouse 
suite. I watch the blinking red indicator of the floor readout 
Closely, silently screaming for it to get to the top. He grips 
my leg near my panties, which are so wet right now they’re 
clinging to me like I’ve just gone swimming. 


This is it, the big moment, and whereas before in my life I 
always thought that fear would grip me, now I just feel 
surging excitement. We basically run into the hotel room. 


The main lobby - wow, this hotel room has a Jobby - is a 
wide open room with a high ceiling and a golden chandelier 
hanging down. The living room is plush and has artwork 
hanging on the walls. 


And the bedroom, the room we rush into, has a four-poster 
bed with carved golden pillars. I stop, staring at it in awe, 
and at the rest of the room. There’s a plush fur rug and a 
balcony that looks like it belongs in a royal castle, the 
beams all carved metal. 


“Fit enough for my queen?” Santiago growls, pressing his 
body up behind me. 


I shiver against him, wiggling my hips back and forth, my 
body throbbing with the pent-up desire. He’s so much taller 
than me, I can feel his chest muscles on the back of my 
head, like two massive boulders that are going to protect 
me from all the pain in the world. 


“Lie down, Scarlett,” he growls in my ear, his breath 
caressing hotly. “I’m going to give you what you deserve.” 


I walk to the bed, feeling sexier than I ever have in my 
entire life. I can feel his eyes on me and, for the first time 
ever, I don’t feel self-conscious. I always wondered if my 
first time would be ruined by how in-my-own-head I’d be, 
but it’s not like that. 


I lie down on the bed, sticking my ass out at him. I know 
how crazy my body drives him and, for once, I feel like I can 
embrace that. Santiago stalks up behind me. I can hear his 
breathing most of all, heavy with the undertone of a 
predator’s snarl. 


“These fucking legs,” he sighs, sliding his hands up the 
backs of them, sliding up my dress and inching toward my 
ass cheeks. “Jesus fucking Christ, Scarlett. I could spend 
the rest of my life just exploring these legs. Your curves are 
so delicious, they make me want to eat you up.” 


He reaches my panties and then, finally - oh, thank fuck - 
he peels them down my body. I kick off my heels and turn 
my head to see my soaked panties land in a crumple on the 
floor. 


He returns to my pussy, probing around my hole with his 
finger. I remember when he licked my aching wet hole and I 
just wanted him to go inside of me so badly, but he didn’t. 


Now, he slides in slowly, parting my lips. I close my eyes and 
see a fireworks display in my vision, a frantic collection of 
ecstasy-fueled colors. Then I open them and turn to find 
him on the bed, leaning over me, his manhood sliding 
through the zipper in his pants. 


It’s huge, at least eleven or twelve inches, a pulsating flesh- 
colored spear with an engorged head. A juicy spot of 
precome clings to the head, shining slightly in the light. His 
balls look like ripe fruit ready to burst...inside of me, 
seeding my womb and infusing me with the warmth of life. 


Giant veins run down both sides of his cock, shimmering as 
the weighted length of him jostles around. 


“Bend forward,” he snarls, hardly able to speak, his eyes 
fixated on my wet pink hole. 


“Like this?” I moan, arching my back. 
“Oh, fuck.” 


He slides his finger from me and grips my ass cheeks, 
inching forward on the bed. I bite down as he brings the 
gigantic head of his cock to my hole, knowing that it’s so 
huge, there’s bound to be a moment of pain. But he slides in 
slowly, inch by inch, making me feel every tiny adjustment 
in the walls of my virgin pussy. 


I feel my body giving to him, opening up. There’s a moment 
of sweet pain, but then it passes and I feel like liquid 
glorious flames are licking through my pussy, starting at the 
base of his unbelievably big cock. 


He palms my ass cheeks, pushing them together. Looking 
over my shoulder, I see him staring down at his cock 
plunging into me as though captivated, as though he 
couldn’t stop now even if a meteor crashed into the city 
outside. 


“Your red juices are flowing for me,” he snarls. “ Your sweet 
hymen has busted open for me, Scarlett, and it’s making 
you even wetter. It’s helping me to put a baby inside your 
perfect body. Look.” 


He reaches down and pulls out slightly, wrapping his hand 
around his cock. Then he lifts his hand and slides back into 
me. He spreads his fingers, showing me the glistening red. 
As he takes me, both of us slowly moving faster, finding our 
rhythm, he brings his fingers to my lips. 


“Lick them,” he commands. “Taste the prize you gave me.” 


I open my mouth and he slides the wetness onto my tongue. 
I close my lips and suck, tasting the tanginess of my release. 
I bob my head up and down, sucking deeper, moaning. 


“Don’t get greedy,” he chides, pulling his hand away and 
bringing it to his face “This will be my war paint. I’m your 
man, Scarlett, and I’m going to protect the baby I’m putting 
in your belly for the rest. Of. My. Fucking. Life.” 


With each word, he pumps his hips, slamming his cock 
deeper inside of me. At the same time, he rubs his hand 
across his face, leaving patterns on his cheeks and chin. 


“I was never an artist,” he growls. “But this is so much 
better than paint.” 


He palms my pussy, taking more of my virginity, and then 
tears his shirt open to reveal his Viking-tough chest. He 
runs his hand along it, spreading the redness right down to 
his abs. 


“We belong to each other now,” he growls, rubbing my slick 
pussy again. He palms my ass cheeks, leaving handprints 
there I can just about see as I crane my neck eagerly 
around. “Say it.” 


He pumps me so fast and hard now the whole four-poster 
bed squeaks under the pressure. It’s difficult to catch my 
breath enough to find words, but I make the effort, for my 
man, my protector. “I’m yours,” I cry. “And you’re mine, 
Santiago. Oh, God, I’m so close...” 


“Wait,” he commands, slowing himself down. “We have to 
give our bodies the best chance. We'll finish at the same, 
letting our bodies know to do what we want... what we need. 
My seed belongs in you.” 


“Tt does,” I moan. “It’s all I want. Oh, oh.” 


We grind together slower now, drawing out each 
movement. I’m getting so tight with the anticipation, I can 
feel my walls shifting around his length, the minute 
movements causing my whole body to tingle. From my toes 
to my fingertips, everything buzzes, until I’m not sure I can 
take it anymore. 


“Now,” Santiago roars, pushing so deep inside of me his 
balls are pressed firmly against my clit. 


I scream so loudly my throat aches as his word sends 
euphoria all throughout me. My pussy twitches around his 
cock, and then gets so tight I’m sure I can feel his seed 
pumping through him. There’s so much of it and he stays 
hard. He’s been waiting ten years for this moment, and I’m 
just so happy I can give it to him. 


I reach back, my orgasm flaring like it’s never going to go 
out. His balls tickle my clit, adding unusually and excitingly 
to the pleasure. “I can feel your seed inside of me,” I gasp. 


“Can you?” he groans. “Tell me.” 


“Deep,” I cry. “It’s going deep. It’s—It’s in my womb already. 
I can feel it, Santiago. I swear I can.” 


He grabs my shoulders and slams his cock even deeper, 
going so fast now the bed whines and then - snap - one of 
the legs breaks and we tumble over, rolling around and 
around. He has hold of me the whole time, guiding me so 
that I end up on top, straddling him. 


We finish like that as he pumps up, the white cream from 
my orgasm mixing with the vivid hymen coating that seeps 
juicily over his muscled hips. 


“Fuck,” he growls. He slides out of me, turning me in his 
arms, his hands holding firmly onto my back. “You’re mine, 
now. Whatever happens, we’re never going to so much as 
look at other people. Do you understand?” He smooths his 
hands down my body, grabbing my ass, his manhood 
already getting hard again. “Tell me.” 


“I’m yours,” I moan, reaching down and touching his 
manhood. “And you’re mine. Um, Santiago?” 


“Yes?” 
“I don’t want to seem too forward or kinky or anything...” 


He sits up so that we’re face to face, sweat making the steel 
of his hair a deeper shade of silver. “Tell me,” he growls. 
“Remember, Scarlett. Honesty...always. It’s the one thing 
that unites us above everything else.” 


“Pm just sort of jealous,” I whisper, tracing my finger down 
his red-tinted face. “I sort of want to suck all of my offering 
from your manhood...” 


His face drops. For a second, I think I’ve gone too far, 
changed the way he sees me. Perhaps he wants to be the 
one who leads the way and I’ve just come across as slutty. 
But then I see that he’s smirking, and his eyes are dancing 
with vicious desire. 


“It would be my pleasure to share your juices with you,” he 
growls. “Do it, Scarlett.” 


I slide off of him, and then get onto my knees at the edge of 
the bed. He inches forward so that his rock-hard cock 
points toward me, soaking wet and shiny with my hymen 
fruitiness, his come and my white cream all mixed together. 


I’m not even sure what I’m doing, but I just let my lust and 
my desire to be with this man forever guide me. I touch his 
balls, still bursting with more of his seed for me. And then I 
bring my lips to the end of his cock, sucking, slurping away 
the combined juices of our sex. 


He groans, his body vibrating as if, any moment, he could 
just empty his seed into my mouth. 


“I know what you’re thinking,” he growls. “But I won’t 
waste a single drop in your mouth.” 


“Woah,” I giggle, releasing him for an instance. “That was 
creepy. I was actually just thinking that!” 


He runs his thumb along my lips, spreading my bounty 
across my cheeks. “I know you too well,” he murmurs. 


I smile and then open my mouth wider, taking more of him. 
I move my mouth up and down, trying to get as far down on 
his cock as I can. But he’s so big and he fills me up so 
quickly, soon I’m making ugly choking noises. I don’t know 
what to do. I wanted this to be special but now I’m ruining it 
with these sounds. But then, do I just stop? Sudden 
confusion invades the moment. 


“If you keep doing that,” Santiago groans, “I’m going to 
finish right in that mouth of your. Those noises are so 
goddamn sexy.” 


I gasp in shock, making a mmm noise because my mouth is 
filled with his fleshy weapon, relief flooding through me 
knowing he likes my noises. 


“Come here,” he says, pulling me to him. “I need to feel you 
again, really feel you...” 


He lays me on my back and I open my legs, so ready for him 
I could cry. I just know I’m pregnant. And, slowly, I’m 
starting to think this might not all be a trick after all. This 
could be real. 


CHAPTER NINE 


S antiago 


My business demands that I spend the following day at 
work from dawn, which is a necessity I can’t ignore. 


Working is not just what has helped me to become the 
billionaire CEO I am today, it’s also my way of making sure 
that the world isn’t as much of a corrupt shithole as it could 
otherwise be. 


In the world of media, there are always hyenas nipping at 
the heels of the alpha wolf, trying to get him to forget the 
values upon which he built his entire empire. 


But during those brief moments throughout the day when 
I’m not fully consumed with my work, my mind strays again 
and again to Scarlett. 


After the sex last night - our third time - she laid in my 
arms for a long time. I delighted in moving my hands 
through her hair and feeling the shivers that moved 
through her body, as well as feeling her hymen’s blood 
drying on our skin. By the time we finally got up to go into 


the shower, we were both shielded in a fine crust of her 
virginity. 


I can’t stop thinking about her, the way she took me in her 
mouth and had me at her mercy for a few minutes... even if I 
took control right after. The moaning noises she made as 
she took her share of the crimson prize clinging to me. 


Finally, around eight o’clock in the evening, I manage to 
finish up my work-related tasks. The first thing I do, before 
even showering the sweat of the long day from my body, is 
go down to my Ferrari and drive to Scarlett’s apartment. 
The desire to see her makes my body tense, causing me to 
surge toward her apartment quickly, almost allowing myself 
to exceed the speed limit at times. 


I ride the elevator up, pacing back and forth like a caged 
animal in the small space. Already, my manhood is a 
tormenting fiery stick in my pants, thoughts of her cycling 
temptingly through my mind. 


When I knock on the door, I hear Scarlett’s footsteps 
padding quietly and slowly toward me. I wonder if she’s 
drawing out the tension in me, if she knows just how feral 
rl turn if she makes me wait a moment longer. 


But when she opens the door, her eye makeup is smudged, 
as though she’s been crying. She has her arms wrapped 
around herself and her mouth falls open at the sight of me, 
as though in surprise. 


“Oh,” she says. “I was just packing my things.” 


“Packing your...” I trail off, the idea so sickening to me. I 
walk into the apartment and place my hands on her 
shoulders, squeezing tightly. “Tell me what the fuck is going 
on, princess.” 


“I thought you’d lost interest in me,” she moans. “When I 
woke up and you were gone...I just assumed it was all a lie. 
Maybe you were tired of me, or you’d gotten what you 
wanted. I thought maybe I was just a little fun on the side or 
something.” 


“What,” I growl, making the word a statement, not a 
question. “A bit of fun? We’re giving our lives to each other. 
We’ve promised to always be honest. We'll never lie to each 
other. I’ve tasted your perfect offering, your innocence, and 
it’s linked us together... forever.” 


“Really?” she mutters doubtfully, walking to the other side 
of the room, standing near the balcony with one hand 
resting on the door handle. She’s wearing sweats and a 
baggy hoodie that does nothing to hide the perfection 
beneath. 


“Really,” I snarl, trailing her. “That’s why I left you a note.” 
“A note?” 


“Yes,” I snap. “Didn’t you get it? I left it on your bedside 
table.” 


She bites her lip in that just-Scarlett way, cute and 
vulnerable and mine. “Well, that’s embarrassing,” she 
mutters. “I sort of didn’t even look at my bedside table. I 
just got up and left, I was so upset. Are you serious?” 


“Yes,” I tell her. “I’d kill a hundred men before I ever 
dreamed of embarrassing you like that. If you left, and I 
found out later that another man was sniffing around you, 
he’d regret the day he ever laid eyes on you. Don’t you 
understand, Scarlett? You’re mine. You'll hold my seed. 
You'll be my empress.” 


I love you, I almost say. 


But I withhold the words, indecision painting me in painful 
stripes. I had planned on telling her today, but her reaction 
has disoriented me. I can’t take the risk of scaring her away, 
because she’s one of a kind, and I have to keep her. 


“T’m sorry,” she whispers, moving closer to me. I wrap my 
arms around her, kissing the top of her head. She coils hers 
around my torso, laying her cheek against my pectorals. 
“Tt’s just...I’ve been tricked before. And this all seems too 
good to be true. I’ve crushed on you for so long, Santiago. 
I’ve read all your books and watched all your interviews. 
Isn’t that just embarrassing as heck?” 


“No,” I assure her, sluicing her water-like hair through my 
hands, loving how long and wavy it is. “It just proves that 
we’re meant to be together. But who tricked you, Scarlett?” 


“What?” 
“You said you’ve been tricked before.” 


“Oh, it doesn’t matter,” she says quickly. “It was a long time 
ago. I guess I just can’t keep holding onto the past like that, 
right?” 


“I don’t understand,” I tell her. “What happened? No lies, 
remember...” 


“I know,” she whispers, squeezing tighter onto me. “But I 
just find it so hard to talk about. Can we maybe talk about it 
another time? I’ll never lie to you, Santiago. You know that. 
It’s not what we stand for. But can we just put a pin in it for 
now?” 


“Just for tonight,” I warn her. 


“Just for tonight,” she agrees. “Wait...why especially 
tonight?” 


I grab her shoulders, lengthening my arms so that I can get 
a good look at her. “Because part of my job is attending 
charity galas, and there’s one in about forty five minutes. 
And there’s no way in hell I’m attending without my 
empress accompanying me.” 


“Santiago!” she cries, dancing away from me, her eyes 
winking with green fire. “You could’ve told me that right 
away. I have to get ready.” 


“Go like that,” I say, waving at her sweats and her hoodie. 
“You'll still be the most beautiful, sexiest woman in the 
room.” 


“Yeah, right...” 


“I mean it,” I snarl. “Your casual clothes just let your 
natural beauty shine through. Somebody as womanly as 
you, Scarlett, you don’t need all these extra superfluities to 
look just downright fuckable.” 


“Superfluities,” she repeats, with a giggle. “God, I love 
being with you, Santiago. I never thought I’d find a man 
who appreciates words as much as I do. But thank you, that 
means a lot. But I’m still going to put a dress on!” 


I flash my teeth at her, almost a smile. 


But, inside, a chord of tension thrums. For a second there, 
when she said ‘I love’, I thought she was going to say 
something else. That would make things quicker and easier, 
knowing she felt the same. 


But her reaction to me not speaking to her all day sends 
troubling anxiety into my mind. 


CHAPTER TEN 


S carlett 


I ride in the back of the limo with Santiago, who looks so 
dashing in his tuxedo I feel my fingers fidgeting in the 
desire to run my hands along the sleeves, feeling his 
muscles, his power. His gold watch oozes wealth, but the 
casual way he leans back, completely at ease, is all class. 


“You look incredible,” he says, when he sees me adjusting 
my form-hugging dress for the umpteenth time. 


I glow under the praise, shooting him a pout. I spent way 
longer than I meant to choosing this dress. In the end, I 
went with this curve-embracing red because I knew that 
Santiago would just love it...but it wasn’t only for him. This 
is the sort of dress I’ve always dreamt of having the 
confidence to wear but never did, not until Santiago came 
into my life. 


I thought I’d ruined it earlier, when I realized how silly I’d 
been in almost fleeing the apartment, assuming he’d 
abandoned me. The past has its hooks in me, though, and as 
we get closer to the gala, I will relaxation to spread through 


my body. I’ve never been to an event like this and I want to 
make Santiago proud, proving that I can be the queen he’s 
named me. 


“What’s this for?” I ask. 


“Its a charity for underprivileged children to help them 
read,” he says. 


“Oh, wow,” I say. “That’s great. Who’s hosting it?” 


He winces, and then turns to the window, as though by 
staring out into the blackened night - spotted here and 
there by the lights of the city - he won’t have to answer. 


“Wait,” I yell, moving closer to him. I hold his face in my 
hands and turn his gaze to me. “You're hosting it, aren’t 
you? Why wouldn’t you just tell me?” 


“T hate to brag,” he says, with a shrug. “I don’t want you to 
think I’m trying to trick you, trying to come across as Mr. 
Good Samaritan.” 


“But if it’s true, it’s not a trick, is it?” I argue. “I think that’s 
amazing, Santiago. It’s just one more reason to...” I trail off, 
cursing myself. 


I almost said, It’s just one more reason to love you. 


But that would throw the mother of all wrenches into our 
budding relationship, I know. I can’t say that, because then 
I’d be putting him in the difficult position of either lying and 
telling me he loves me too, or breaking it off because I’m 
being too forward. 


Heck. 


“More reason to be thrilled I’m going to have about a 
gazillion babies for us,” I giggle, finishing my sentence. 


He frowns for a moment, as though he can read some 
indecision in me. But luckily the limo stops and it’s time to 
get out. A valet opens the door and Santiago takes my hand, 
leading me down the red carpet, as camera lights flash all 
around us. All I can do is clutch onto his arm as shock 
scourges my body, making my heartbeat a full-on drumbeat. 


“T didn’t know there were going to be cameras,” I whisper. 


“So what?” he says brazenly. “I’m proud of you. Let the 
world see how much more beautiful than other women you 


n 


are. 


“Yeah.” I snort. “Somehow, I doubt that’s the angle they'll 
go with.” 


“Ignore them,” Santiago says firmly. “Let’s go upstairs.” 


I feel like I’m in a dream as the security waves us to the 
head of the line, past socialite-type women in their designer 
dresses, draped in gaudy jewelry. I watch Santiago to see if 
any of these women draw his attention, but the only target 
of his hunter’s gaze is me. 


“What do I do when we get up there?” I ask, hugging close 
to him as the elevator rides up the building. 


“What do you mean?” he asks. “Just be yourself. Nothing 
special is required of you.” 


“But... I thought you said I was going to be your queen?” 


He turns to me, his broad chest brushing my cheek. He 
looks down at me, jaws tight, lips a smirking twist. “You are 
my queen,” he growls. “But that doesn’t mean you have to 
change. All my life, I’ve been surrounded by people who 
change who they are to become what they think I want 
them to be. You’re the exception, Scarlett. All you have to 
do to make me want you...is just to be you.” 


“Jeez, Mr. CEO,” I giggle. “Has anybody ever told you you’re 
actually pretty romantic?” 


“No,” he snarls. “And you better not be the first.” 


He leans in to kiss me, but right then the elevator doors 
open and the sounds of the party swirl all around us, 
laughter and music and the tap-tap-tap of dancing shoes on 
the hardwood floor. “Later,” Santiago whispers in my ear, 
looping his arm around me and leading me out into the gala 
hall. 


It’s a large ballroom, with several chandeliers hanging all 
glitzy from the ceiling. The windows are tall and night- 
black, and so shiny they reflect the party in duplicate, as 
though there are two separate festivities happening at the 
same time. Waiters circulate quickly, holding their silver 
platters deftly and handing out champagne and nibbles. 


Santiago leads me to the far end, and I could swear every 
single person in here is staring at us. I see the socialites 
glancing at me out of the corner of their eyes, as though 
they expect me to disappear in a puff of smoke any moment. 
I can almost hear their judgements crying out in the dulcet 
undertones of the band’s music. 


“Who the heck is that?” I imagine them saying. “Why would 
Santiago Sasso, billionaire, ex-boxer, owner of the largest 
media company in the world...choose her? Is it a joke? A 
bet?” 


“Scarlett,” Santiago says a while later, after we’ve been 
mingling for half an hour, maybe. Time seems to lose all 
meaning amidst the glitz and the glam. 


“Y-yes?” I say, cursing my silly stutter. 


“I said I just need to go to the mens room. Will you wait 
here?” 


My cheeks burn like traitors at the prospect of being left 
here alone, but I turn away before Santiago can see, 
knowing that if he notices, he’ll probably think I’m just 
being silly. After the way I messed up that note in the hotel 
suite, I just want things to go smoothly now. 


“Sure,” I say. “I’ll just go and get a snack.” 


“I won’t be long.” He leans in, setting a warm kiss right 
behind my ear that makes me giggle. Suddenly, my nerves 
start to melt. “And I’m so proud of you. I can see how 
nervous you are, but you’re doing it anyway. After I get the 
ribbon-cutting out of the way, we’ll go somewhere more 
private, hmm?” 


“Yes,” I say, not having to fake my smile. “That sounds 
amazing, actually.” 


Santiago swaggers off to the restroom and I find a quiet 
place for myself at the edge of the room. But I haven’t been 
standing here long before a woman wearing a golden 
flapper-style dress with an actual tiara balanced atop her 
cornfield hair comes tiptoeing over, so thin I can see her 
ribs where the material of the dress drapes over her body. 


“Oh, hello there,” she says, as if she just noticed a member 
of staff trespassing in her private playpen. She’s wearing 
striking pink eye makeup. “Wait, you’re the wraith that’s 
been positively attached to Santiago all evening, aren’t 
you?” 


“I don’t know if that’s a fair description,” I snap, because 
it’s either that or wilt in front of this beaming woman. And I 
don’t want to give her the satisfaction. “We came together, 
and so, yeah, we’ve spent most of the evening so far 
together.” 


“Oh, my,” the woman says, tittering behind a manicured 
hand. “You don’t know, do you, dear?” 


“Don’t know what?” I say. 


“Oh, I almost don’t want to tell you,” she says, shaking her 
head slowly. “I mean, I should, of course I should. It is so 
cruel when he does this. But it’s his way. What are you 
going to do? He’s been at this game a long time now, and 
they’re always drawn in.” 


“What do you mean?” I say, almost yelling now, raising my 
voice over the sound of my own frantic heartbeat. “What 
the heck are you talking about?” 


She tosses her hair, causing her tiara to shift around. 
“Every few months, Santiago will pick up some silly young 
girl like yourself. He’ll blind them with his wealth and fill 
their heads with all sorts of nonsense. He always drops 
them in the end. And, I’m sorry, sweetie, but you look like 
the exact sort he draws in.” 


“The exact sort?” I repeat, my voice hollow and ghostly. 
“What the heck does that mean?” 


“Well, not to put too fine a point on it, dear, but... 
desperate.” 


Suddenly, I push past her to make for the door that I guess 
leads to the stairwell. My head is spinning. 


No, the room is spinning, the world is spinning, and all I can 
do is make for the door before I keel over in shock. 


It’s happening again. 
I can’t believe how much of an idiot I’ve been. 


“Scarlett?” Santiago touches my hand, turning me to him. 
It’s only when I see how wavy he’s become that I realize I’m 


crying, that his image is being blurred with my acid tears. 
“What’s wrong? What’s happened?” 


“T know the truth,” I cry, snatching my hand away. “She told 
me. You find girls like me all the time. You used me!” 


“What? Who told you that?” 


“The bitch with the tiara!” I cry, so loudly that a large 
portion of the crowd turns to face us. The music falters and 
then everybody is staring at us, some of them sneering. 
Their eyes sear into me, embarrassment stinging me. “Just, 
let me go... please.” 


I turn and hurry for the door. 


I push it open and run down the stairs, taking them several 
at a time, almost tripping at one point. I just have to get out 
of here. 


CHAPTER ELEVEN 


S antiago 


The bitch with the tiara. 


I look at the room in general, at all the guests, all of whom 
have stopped what they’re doing to watch mine and 
Scarlett’s argument. Many of them have their cameras out, 
unashamedly recording me just so that they can get some 
small measure of internet clout. I scan their faces and then 
spot her... 


Charmaine Harrison, socialite and selfstarver, the woman 
who has tried to seduce me more times than I can count. I 
walk across the room with fire surging around my body, 
willing me to snap the table in half and toss it out the 
window in my fury. 


“What did you say to her?” I snap. 


“Oh, just a few white lies,” she says airily. “Poor girl, she 
was so easily tricked. I said you found girls like her all the 
time, that she was just the latest in a long line.” 


“Which we both know is bullshit.” 


“Well..fine, who cares? Are you sure that’s the sort of 
woman you want to choose as your partner, Santiago?” 


I take a step back, looking at her, feeling nothing but 
boredom and regret. There’s nothing interesting about this 
woman. She’s not even exciting enough to hate. She’s a 
microscopic speck of insignificance compared to the blazing 
star my Scarlett is. 


“Scarlett is worth a thousand of you, Charmaine. A million. 
You’re an idiot if you ever thought a pathetic lie like that 
could come between us.” 


I turn to the whole room, raising my voice. “This is 
something all of you should fucking hear. That woman’s 
name is Scarlett and she’s the best person I’ve ever met. Go 
ahead.” I wave at the guests who clutch onto their phones, 
cameras aimed at me. “Record this moment. Good! I want 
the world to know. Scarlett is going to be the mother of my 
child. She means everything to me. And I don’t care who 
knows it.” 


I pound across the room, my footsteps so heavy that several 
of the champagne glasses tremble on the table. On my way 
to the door, I spot the CEO of a rival media company, 
making a beeline toward me. I shoot him a withering look 
and he crumples like a cheap suit. 


Finally, I kick open the door and charge down the stairs, 
already forgetting the idiots and the social-climbers I left 
behind at the gala. The only thing I regret is not being able 
to cut the ribbon, but I’ll make up for that with a donation 
treble the amount the gala would’ve produced in total. 


I sprint across the lobby and out onto the street. A light rain 
has started to fall, pitter-pattering onto the roofs of the cars 
and causing the city lights to glisten brightly. I look up and 


down the street, terrified that Scarlett has just disappeared 
into the night. 


I should have gone after her right away. 


But then, thankfully, I spot her. She’s stood across the street 
under the eaves of the opposite hotel, her cell phone held to 
her ear. I jog across and stop mere inches from her, hating 
the tears that scour down her cheeks. 


“What are you doing?” I ask. 


“Calling a cab,” she snaps. “What else would I be doing? 
I’ve got no business being here, clearly.” 


“Scarlett,” I say. “That woman’s a damn liar. She’s been 
trying to seduce me for years. It’s pathetic. She’s mean and 
cruel and nothing compared to you. Please, hang up and we 
can talk about this. Honesty... remember?” 


She blinks away tears, rubbing at her cheeks. “Wait, so she 
was lying?” 


“Of course,” I growl, closing the distance between us. I 
envelop her in my embrace, putting my hands in her hair. 
“Tve never felt like this before. You’re one of a kind. You’re 
worth a million of her, Scarlett. When are you going to start 
believing me?” 


“It’s hard,” she whispers. 
“Because of what happened to you,” I guess. 


“Y-yeah,” she says. “S-sorry. I used to have a stutter as a 
kid.” She takes a deep breath. “S-Sometimes it gets bad. 
When I’m upset.” 


“You don’t have to apologize for that,” I tell her. “What 
happened, Scarlett? Who tricked you?” 


“T-I’ve never told anybody before,” she whispers, as the rain 
smack-smack-smacks on the eaves above us, getting 
heavier now. “I never dreamed I’d find a person I felt 
comfortable enough to share it with.” 


“You can share it with me,” I assure her. I bring my lips to 
her rain-scented hair and kiss it softly, and then inhale 
deeply. I want to inhale every part of her. Her soul, her 
body, her life, all of it belongs to me...as mine belongs to 
her. “I’m always here for you.” 


She leans back in my embrace slightly, frowning up at me. I 
feel a visceral stabbing in my chest, like a lance has been 
smashed into my ribcage, when I see the way her eyes 
sparkle with oncoming tears. “It’s so silly,” she whispers. 
“You'll probably think I’m just being melodramatic.” 


“Never.” I touch her cheek, wiping away the warm tears. 
“Tell me.” 


She clears her throat. “Well, I’m an orphan. I grew up in an 
orphanage just outside the city, and there was this boy 
there. His name was Henry and he was a few years older 
than me. You have to understand, Santiago, I was a really 
nervous kid. I was the sort of kid who just wanted to run 
away to the library like a complete dork.” 


I laugh deeply. 
“What’s so funny?” 


“Oh, not you,” I assure her, kissing her salty cheeks. “It’s 
just I was the same. I was a bookish child, too.” 


She scoffs. “Was that before or after you became a 
billionaire boxer?” 


“Before.” 


I wink, and she giggles despite her tears. The sad-happy 
sound sends chords of satisfaction thrumming through me. 
I’d kill a thousand men just to make her laugh like that for 
the rest of our lives. 


“T don’t think you need to be ashamed of being that sort of 
child. That’s all I’m saying. It’s just one more thing we have 
in common.” 


She lays her head against my chest. “That’s true. I never 
thought of it that way before.” 


“But you were saying...” 


She looks up at me, a cheeky smile spreading like 
delectable chocolate across her scrumptious cheeks. “I sort 
of just want to stay like this now, listening to your heartbeat. 
Is that cheesy?” 


“Yes,” I laugh gruffly, tickling her playfully under the arm. 
But then I have to snatch my hand away quickly, because 
brushing the orbs of her breasts is enough to snap any 
civilized notions I might have in my head in half. “Finish 
your story.” 


“Ts that an order, boss?” she sasses. 
“You can bet your fine fucking ass it is. Now.” 


“Okay.” Her smile falters, and then drops. She looks up at 
me. “So basically Henry, he knew a victim when he saw one. 
I don’t like to think of myself that way, but that’s how I was, 
back then. He told me he thought I was beautiful. He told 
me I was different to the other girls...and then he gave me 
an address, saying I should go there for a surprise.” 


She swallows, her throat shifting around with a ball of 
regret. “I was completely suckered in, because nobody had 
even shown me attention before.” 


“Good,” I snarl, already hating this Henry fucker. My 
experienced mind all too easily throws up the final 
destination of this vicious tale. “That means you were left 
unspoiled for me.” 


“Oh, I know, right?” She smiles. “I’m so happy about that, 
too. But back then I didn’t have the silver lining, only the 
cloud. I went to this address. It was a hotel. I thought, 
maybe they’re having a party or something. But when I got 
there, it was just Henry with a video camera. He told me I 
was a Slut and all I was good for was shooting a porno with 
him. He said I was so ugly, he wanted to put a pillowcase 
over my head when he did it. 


“T left as soon as I snapped to my senses, but that wasn’t as 
quick as it should’ve been. It gave him plenty of time to call 
me names, to say a bunch of mean stuff. When I opened the 
door to get the heck outta there, he even grabbed my arm.” 


I take a few steps back, feeling my knuckles press against 
the taut skin of my hands as I clench my fists, my temples 
tight with murderous fury. I turn and leap at the streetlamp, 
ducking my head low like in my boxing days, twisting my 
whole body into the punches. 


Clang-clang-clang, the metal whines as I punch it as hard as 
I can. I don’t feel any pain, just the righteous hatred for this 
Henry prick. Dimly, I can hear Scarlett shouting my name, 
but the image of that mongrel insulting my queen is too 
vivid in my mind. 


I only stop when the streetlamp makes a high-pitched 
whining noise. I step back, blood dripping from my 
knuckles, as the supporting metal pole bends sideways and 
starts to collapse in the street. 


Fuck. 


“Oh, God,” Scarlett whimpers behind me. 


I turn and grab her quickly, dragging her into a nearby 
doorway as the streetlamp collapses like a drunken man. 
Luckily, it lands in the middle of the road, missing the cars 
and adjacent buildings. I quickly run into the road, kick the 
base to snap off the remaining metal, and then drag it to 
the side of the road so that no unsuspecting vehicles run 
into it. 


Then I take out my phone and tell one of my trusted men 
what happened, so that he can sort it with the city 
authorities. 


When I turn back to Scarlett, she’s gaping at me, her mouth 
hanging open. I try to laugh away my savage anger, but it 
comes out as a strangled growl. 


“I’m sorry,” I tell her. “I just can’t stand the idea of him 
doing that to you.” 
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“Don’t be sorry,” she says, walking up to me and clutching 
onto my wrists. She raises her hands to get a better look at 
my knuckles. “Silly Santiago. Look what you’ve done to 
yourself.” 


“I couldn’t help it,” I snarl. “That man doesn’t even deserve 
to breathe the same oxygen as you. You’re my princess, 
Scarlett. Nobody fucking speaks that way to my princess.” 


“This was before we met,” she says, stroking my back as 
though she suspects I might go feral again. Which I might. 
My heart thunders as if Thor’s hammer is smashing against 
the organ. “And it’s over. It’s in the past.” 


“It doesn’t matter when it happened,” I growl. “We’re 
destined to be together. Always.” 


“I know,” she whispers. “Oh, Santiago, I feel like such an 
idiot for believing that silly woman.” 


“Don’t. I can see why you did now.” 


“But you’re not Henry,” she says, wrapping her arms 
around my waist and standing on her tiptoes, finding my 
lips. “And I... Santiago, I...” 


I love you. 
Is she going to say it? 
“T’m so happy you listened to me.” 


I try to ignore the way my chest falls, weighted down with 
disappointment. Soon, I’m going to have to tell her. But 
learning about what curdled shit stain Henry did to her 
makes me second-guess myself, where usually I’m as 
certain as a bullet from a gun. If I push things too quickly, 
she might think I’m tricking her, like he did. And I’ve 
startled her already. 


“Me too,” I growl, kissing her cool forehead, the closeness 
of her body making the pain from my bleeding knuckles a 
distant, insignificant thing. 


CHAPTER TWELVE 


S carlett 


I wake up early the next morning, but even so, Santiago is 
already gone. Last night, after he beat the living hell out of 
that streetlamp, we came back here and devoured each 
other with a carnality that made me more certain than ever 
that he is my forever man. 


I almost told him I loved him last night, which would’ve 
been a colossal mistake. 


But the way he listened about Henry, and his ferocious 
reaction, proved to me that he’s the man to protect me from 
all the evil in the world. 


He’s going to be an amazing father. I’d love to see 
somebody try to bother one of our kids with Santiago 
around...not. Because it would be a bad, bad day for them. 


As I get ready for work, I go on the internet and watch the 
video clip of Santiago telling the whole world that we 
belong together. I clutch my hot cocoa and sit on my sunlit 
balcony, looking over the city, breathing in the deep scent of 
chocolate. 


Maybe everything could really be okay. Maybe he'll tell me 
he loves me. I just have to be patient. 


Or, is it possible, have I scared him away with that story 
from my childhood? Maybe he was angry, not because of 
what Henry did to me, but because he’s chosen somebody 
so gullible, so immature. 


I shake my head, trying to disarm the too-potent thoughts, 
but they linger like reeking odors nonetheless. My writer’s 
imagination is like a hamster on a wheel, sprinting and 
sprinting with no break in sight. 


I go into the bedroom, into the walk-in closet, and choose a 
pencil skirt and shirt for myself. Adjusting the clothes in the 
mirror, I let my eyes rove over the undulating curves of my 
body. Before, I would’ve felt the cold sting of self- 
consciousness at the sight. But now, with Santiago assuring 
me every moment that I’m his ideal woman, I let myself 
smile. 


Walking down into the street, I head for the bus stop. I 
know I could have one of Santiago’s men drive me to work, 
but I don’t want to rub my co-workers’ faces in the 
relationship. I know that that’s going to be difficult now 
with the video out there for all to see, but the least I can do 
is try and be as modest as possible. 


But as I ride the bus and look out on the city, I can’t help 
but let my mind drift back to the desk in my study at home. 


At home. 


The fact that I’m able to think about the apartment 
Santiago has given me as home so soon is just blistering 
proof that our desire goes beyond the short-term. 


As the bus stops at a red light, I look into the faces of the 
passersby and create stories about them. 


The single mother with the raggedy blue denim shirt works 
as a bartender on the side...only, at her place of 
employment, her boss is laundering money for a low-rent 
drug dealer. 


Or the homeless man with the army of trash bags thrown 
over his shoulder...he’s really a police operative and, any 
second now, he’s going to drop the bags and sprint into the 
nearby bar to apprehend his perp. 


A smile makes the lower half of my face glow. 
What if I really could be a writer? 


When I finally get to my small cubicle in the corner of the 
junior copywriter room, I sit down and place my bag on the 
floor, next to my chair. I wheel my chair forward and open 
my laptop, unable to stop myself from glancing up to see if 
Santiago is coming down to visit. 


But Santiago is always busy during working hours, which 
Pll never resent him for. He’s built the most moral, 
incorruptible media company in the world... which is just all 
the more impressive because it’s made him so incredibly 
wealthy. 


I sit back in my chair, letting my hands fall over my belly, 
feeling for the subtle twitches in my womb that lets me 
know his irrepressible seed has taken root. 


“Thinking about your lover man, eh?” Jackie scowls, leaning 
over the side of the cubicle. Jackie is a fellow copywriter 
with sharp cheekbones and a chest tattoo that just about 
peaks up onto her neck. “Don’t look so lost, Scarlett. 
Everybody’s seen the video. Half the copywriters in this 
place have been trying to work out how to crack that case.” 


“What are you talking about?” I whisper, embarrassment 
tinging me. I sense people all around eavesdropping on the 


conversation. 


Jackie laughs grimly. She places her bony hands on the 
cubicle’s wall, her veins ridged and blue and cold-looking. 
“Oh, come on,” she says. “You somehow managed to trick 
Santiago Sasso into defending your honor at a charity 
gala...a gala most of us would suck him off just to get a 
ticket to. I’ve got to give it to you, girlfriend, you know how 
to play the game.” 


“This isn’t a game,” I snap, jumping to my feet. I take a step 
back, tears threatening to well up in my eyes. I blink them 
away and force them down. “Santiago and I... we’re...” 


In love. Just say it. It’s the truth. 
“We’re none of your business,” I yell. 


Jackie shrugs, backing away. “Hey, you’ve gotta do what 
you’ve gotta do to get ahead.” 


“It’s not like that,” I hiss. “This isn’t a freaking career move, 
Jackie. We’re more than that. What we have for each other, 
you’d never be able to understand. Nobody would, apart 
from us.” 


I turn, stopping only to pick up my bag, and then race from 
the room as fast as my legs will carry me. 


I can hardly think as I push open the door and surge down 
the stairwell, my head is so fuzzy. 


Everybody has clearly been talking behind my back, 
twisting things, making up stories about me. 


CHAPTER THIRTEEN 


S antiago 


“One of the other copywriters made a comment,” Marybeth 
says, fiddling with her golden wedding ring, her grey hair 
falling across her forehead. “Something about your 
relationship being a way to get ahead in the office.” 


I grip the edge of the table, hands trembling so much it 
jostles up and down on its legs. I only manage to keep 
myself calm because Marybeth, a loyal employee whose 
husband I’m friends with, is standing right there. It was a 
miracle nobody or nothing got hurt last night when I 
pommeled that streetlamp. 


First Henry, now this. 
“Fire the copywriter,” I snarl. 


Marybeth flinches, uncertainty flashing in her eyes. “Sir, 
are you sure?” 


Fuck. 


I want to tell her that of course I’m sure, but our company 
doesn’t have a policy of instantly firing people for disputes 


of this kind. There are rules in place, a three-strike system, 
human resources. If I just outright fired her, I’d be 
corrupting the principles of fairness and honesty upon 
which my billion-dollar empire is built...and I just know that 
Scarlett would never forgive me for that, just as I’d never 
forgive myself. She values integrity just as much as me. 


“File a report,” I snap. “This copywriter needs to know how 
unacceptable this is. Be stern.” 


Marybeth inclines her head. “Of course. And sir...” 
tt Hmm? ” 


“T just wanted to say, I’ve noticed a change in you these past 
few days. You seem...happier. Scarlett’s clearly an 
incredible woman. And I think you’re going to be very 
happy together. I’m sorry if I’m being overly forward, sir.” 


“Not at all,” I say. “I agree with you. In fact, Marybeth, book 
us a table at Le Rouge two nights from now. I have 
something I need to tell her.” 


“Sir,” she says, clipping away on her two-inch heels. 


I stand up and walk out of the office, taking my cell phone 
from my pocket and calling Scarlett. As I jump down the 
stairs two at a time, the ringing continues in my ear. Terror 
tightens my chest as I imagine her climbing into a taxi, 
frowning up at her penthouse apartment, perhaps with a 
handwritten note left for me on the coffee table. 


“Santiago,” she whispers, a croak in her voice. 


“Jesus, Scarlett,” I growl, kicking open the door and 
swaggering toward my Ferrari. “Where are you?” 


“In the park,” she says. 


“The one around the corner from the office?” 


a Yes.” 


“Good, stay there,” I command. “I heard about what 
happened. I have something I want to show you.” 


I press the open button on my car keys and the Ferrari’s 
doors flip up like an eagle spreading its wings. I jump inside 
and start driving before they’ve even fully closed, like a 
diving eagle now, angling its body. I drive quickly to the 
park, an animal’s snarl sounding at the back of my throat 
when I see my lost little lamb standing at the park’s 
entrance. 


In her pencil skirt and her shirt, with her bag clutched to 
her shoulder, I just know every man who passes her is 
imagining what it’d be like to be with her. 


Back the fuck off. She’s mine. I'll kill any man who touches 
her. 


Possessive urges strike me like a series of lightning bolts. 
I pull up and flip the Ferrari doors up. “Get in.” 


She climbs into the car, clutching her knees. “Where are we 
going?” she asks, her voice piqued with anxiety. 


I reach across and brush my thumb along her lips, causing 
a shiver to move through her body, making her breasts 
jiggle slightly. I have to quickly remove my hand, before I 
slide down her neck and grab onto them and they cloud my 
mind, making thinking of anything else other than my sexy 
goddess impossible. 


“Do you trust me?” I snarl. 
“Of course,” she answers. 


“Then just wait.” 


I drive us through the city, forcibly staring straight ahead 
because the way she fiddles with her pantyhose is just too 
mind-fucking. It’s too easy to imagine the crrrreekk noise 
they’d make when I tear a hole in them, the contrast of her 
pink pussy against the dark material too much for my 
savage desire to handle. Soon, we reach the high-rise office 
building. 


“Um, are you giving me another apartment?” she jokes. 


“You deserve a thousand apartments...and maybe a castle.” 
I wink. “But that’s not why we’re here. Come on.” 


I place my hand on the small of her back as I guide her 
toward the elevator. As we ride up, up, up, she looks at me 
out of the corner of her eye, biting her bottom lip before 
letting it go in a conflagration of a smile. “Okay, this 
anticipation is killing me. Where the heck—” 


The elevator doors open and I nod toward the office. 
“Take a look.” 


She reaches down and clutches my hand in hers, and we 
walk into the large open room together. 


On one side, there’s a giant desk with the comfiest chair I 
could find online...shipped overnight from a bespoke 
designer in Paris. On the other side, there’s a floor-to- 
ceiling bookcase. There’s a whiteboard for ideas and a 
relaxation area for when my princess is feeling tired from 
her writing sprees. 


“All of this is for me?” she gushes, as I lead her around the 
room, explaining that she can decorate it however she 
wants. “You rented an office for me! This must cost 
thousands of dollars a month.” 


“Rented? No, Scarlett. I bought the whole fucking building 
for you. I know you want to be a writer. So I want to give 
you every chance at success I can, as your mate, as your 
partner.” 


“Woah,” she says. She walks over to me, picking up a silver 
pen resting on the desk and tapping it against her lips. 


“It’s so easy to imagine you doing that when you’re thinking 
of your latest plot twist,” I say. 


She giggles, and then gestures with the pen at the 
bookshelves. “But what are those for, hmm?” 


I roll my eyes with a smirk. “Of course you’d find a way to 
bring it back to our inside joke,” I growl. “And let me tell 
you, princess, if those shelves don’t get filled with books, 
we’re gonna have a problem.” 


She dances over to me, vivacity made flesh. “Oh, and what 
sort of a problem, huh?” But then she frowns, and suddenly 
I wonder if the office isn’t as magnificent as I wanted to 
make it for her. “Did you just do this because of what my co- 
worker said to me, Santiago? Do you just want to get me 
out of the way?” 


“No,” I snap. “I bought this building the moment I learned 
you wanted to be a writer. I’ve been dreaming of giving you 
this office as a gift ever since. I just didn’t know when the 
right time would be. I didn’t want to scare you.” 


“Scare me?” she whispers, with an endearing giggle. “Do 
you really think you could scare me away now, Santiago? 
We’re meant for each other!” 


“So you'll take the office?” I growl. 


“Of course I will,” she giggles. “I mean, I really do like your 
company and everything. But my dream is to be a writer, 


and this is about the best gift you ever could’ve given me. 
But, Santiago, please don’t fire Jackie for how she spoke to 


n 


me. 


“I wanted to,” I admit, grabbing her shoulders and pulling 
her toward me. “I was going to march in there and roar at 
her to leave and never return. But I knew you wouldn’t 
want me to do that. We’re about honesty, fairness.” 


“Always,” she whispers, pushing her body up against mine. 


We dance-step across the room, ending up near her desk. I 
reach down and grab just above her knee, my manhood a 
stick of barely-contained lava as it surges in my pants, 
trying to escape into its rightful home. 


“Santiago... nobody will interrupt us here, right?” 
“No,” I snarl. “And I know exactly what you’re thinking.” 


She lets out a cry as I lift her off her feet. I lower her down 
to the desk, unable to believe that she’d ever think her plus- 
size beauty is anything other than goddess-like 
flawlessness. She weighs nothing to me, and all her curves 
only serve to make the rod in my pants all the more eager. 


I push her shoulders, angling her back onto the desk. She 
parts her legs and stares up at me, biting her lip in that way 
that just drives me to brutal animalism. 


“Push your breasts together,” I growl. “Tear off your shirt 
and tweak your nipples. Now.” 


“For you, baby,” she cries, tugging at the shirt so that 
buttons go flying. The confidence in her sure hands just 
serves to make my balls even more impossible to ignore, the 
desire like an invective thrumming throughout my body. 
She unclips her bra and her luscious breasts spill free. 
“Like this? Hmm?” 


She pinches her pink nipples, tugging on them slightly. I 
reach down and unsheathe my length, my eyes locked on 
her breasts. 


“This is where the milks gonna be, baby,” she moans. “See 
where I’m pinching? It’s gonna ooze out, Santiago.” 


“You’re driving me insane,” I growl, leaning down and 
taking her nipple in my mouth. I suck it, imagining that I 
can taste the sap of her lactation spilling onto my tongue. 
Palming her breast with one hand, I grab her pantyhose 
with the other and wrench them away from her. They break 
away with a snap, crumpling on the floor. 


Then I lean up, unable to resist any longer. I push the frilly 
fabric of her panties aside and bring the engorged helm of 
my not-so-little soldier to her pink pussy. I feel the fabric of 
her panties brushing against me, and then I plunge forward 
so that my entire manhood slides deep inside her. 


I lean over so that my chest presses into her chest, crushing 
it. I can feel the wetness from my sucking spreading across 
my pectoral muscles as I fuck her. 


She grabs the broadness of my back, dragging her 
fingernails down my skin, digging so hard I feel pinpricks of 
pain. 


But that’s nothing compared with the velvety insides of her 
pussy, as I pump faster and faster, the strain at the base of 
my cock impossible to deny. 


I let out a growl of relief when I feel the quivering lips of 
her pussy getting tight, when I hear her cries of pleasure 
against my ear, her breath warm with the release of her 
lust. 


“Squirt on my cock,” I growl. “I want to feel the eager juices 
of your womb, Scarlett. Show me how badly your body 


wants to take my seed.” 
“Oh, oh,” she cries. “So badly!” 


She lets out a scream as she throws her head back, 
wrapping her arms around me and kissing and biting my 
neck. I grab the edge of the desk, pushing myself into her, 
plunging again and again into the only place I ever want to 
call home. 


We reach our crescendos together, the city laid out before 
us. 


After, Scarlett sits up, glancing at the window. “Crap, 
somebody could’ve seen!” 


I smirk as I step back, reaching under the desk and 
pressing a button. Suddenly, the city vanishes and smooth 
steel walls appear in their place. “There are cameras on the 
other side, recording the city, so it imitates the effect of 
windows. Or I could push another button and have real 
windows appear...but I wouldn’t dare risk anybody else 
getting even the slightest glimpse of you.” 


She beams at me. “Is there anything you don’t think of, 
Santiago?” 


“When it comes to you,” I say, “I hope not.” 


Which is why the dinner at La Rouge is so damn important. 


CHAPTER FOURTEEN 


S carlett 


I wait outside the apartment building, pacing up and down, 
with nerves slithering serpentine around my body. Santiago 
called me earlier today - I was in the office, working up a 
storm - and told me he was taking me to La Rouge tonight. 
But there was something about his voice, something deep 
and suggestive. 


I don’t know what he’s going to tell me at dinner, but I know 
it’s important. Good or bad, that’s the question...I just have 
no clue. 


“Well, well, well,” a deep voice snaps off to my left. 
I turn, startled. 


The sun has long since set, the city an eerie-blue with the 
moonlight. But, even so, this is not the sort of neighborhood 
where criminals lurk in the dark... not like my old apartment 
building. But now that I face the man, I realize how 
deserted it is and, silly me, I’ve walked way too far away 
from my building for the security to be of any help. 


I guess I was just so lost in my humming nervousness. 


The man is just a little taller than me, but he’s burly and has 
wide shoulders. He wears a leather jacket and a cigarette 
hangs out of his mouth. There’s something about his eyes, 
something familiar, but before I can figure out what four 
more men step from the shadows of a nearby alleyway. 


“T wondered how long before the little lost duck wandered 
away from her security...” 


“Who are you?” I say, stepping backward slowly. 


But the man keeps creeping forward, his hand near his hip 
like he has a knife in there or something. “You really don’t 
recognize me, you silly whore?” he cackles. “I’m the man 
who could’ve made you famous if you weren’t too stuck-up 
to take me up on it.” 


Suddenly, it’s like the past forms a sharp dagger and stabs 
me in the belly. “Henry,” I gasp. “What the heck are d-d- 
doing here?” 


“Ooh, there she is, Stuttering Stella,” Henry laughs, 
gesturing at his friends. They start surrounding me. “You 
see, I saw something very fucking interesting on the 
internet recently. Santiago Sasso was talking about the 
woman of his dreams, so I did a little digging and, what 
d'you know, little Scarlett Manning bagged herself a 
billionaire. You’re coming with us, Scarlett.” 


“What?” I snap. “Why?” 


“Are you really that stupid?” he whines. “It’s time Sasso 
shared some of that cash. We can’t all hit the lottery like he 
did.” 


“Hit the lottery?” I yell. “He worked hard to make his 
company what it is.” 


“Ooh, you sound like you Jove him.” 


“I do love him!” I scream, stepping forward now, not away. 
Even with his goons surrounding me, I feel the strength of 
the pledge I made to Santiago infusing me. We’re partners. 
We’re honest. I’m his. And he’s mine. “I love him more than 
I can even believe, actually. So you can say or do anything 
you want, but I pity you, Henry. You’ll never know love like 
what I feel for Santiago.” 


“Aww, shucks,” he cackles. “You’re breaking my heart, 
Stutters. Come on, boys, get her—What the fuck?” 


They all turn as Santiago’s Ferrari comes barreling down 
the street, stopping in a tight drift that sends tire smoke 
curling into the air. The doors fly up and Santiago flies out, 
his face twisted in fury, looking like a prehistoric man who’s 
just returned to his dwelling to find some hyenas yapping 
around his family. 


“Get away from her,” he snarls. “Now.” 


“Easy, Grandpa,” Henry laughs. “It’s five against one here. 
Don’t be stupid.” 


“Away,” Santiago snaps. He casually takes off his suit jacket, 
his muscles pressing through the pale fabric of his shirt, the 
delineations as clear as my love for him. “Scarlett, come 
here.” 


I back away slowly, keeping my eyes on Henry the whole 
time. As soon as I come within touching distance of 
Santiago, he grabs me and guides me behind him, puffing 
himself up like a protective shield. 


“Don’t make us hurt you, old man.” Henry reaches into his 
pocket and pulls out a glinting knife, tossing it from hand to 
hand. “Because we will, if we have to.” 


“Santiago,” I cry, clutching onto his shoulder. “Let’s go. 
Quick. We can get out of here.” 


Santiago shakes his head slowly. “I know who this rat is,” he 
snarls. “I researched him the night you told me, Scarlett. 
This is Henry motherfucking Jenkins, the bastard who 
thought he was better than you.” 


“Better than her?” Henry snorts, looking around at his 
goons with a self-satisfied grin on his face. “That’s not 
exactly a difficult task, is it, lads? Might as well say I’m 
better than a beached—” 


Santiago surges toward them like wildfire. 


I leap back, stunned, and then let out a scream when all five 
men move toward him. 


Henry brings the knife over in a wide arc but Santiago 
ducks, steps to the side, and then backhands him so hard 
across the face several teeth go flying into the air, flashing 
in the streetlight before landing on the curb. 


Two more men leap as Henry tries to recover. Santiago 
ducks back, fists raised in a boxer’s stance, and jabs one of 
them so fiercely in the nose blood showers in a gushing 
torrent. 


The other man - just as tall as Santiago, with the sort of 
muscles you get from steroids - makes to grab Santiago’s 
shoulders. But my steel-haired hero leaps away, ducks to 
one side...and then springs in the other direction, sweeping 
the man’s legs with a well-placed kick. 


“Ah!” he cries, landing on his back. 


Santiago jumps back, barely even breathing hard, hopping 
from foot to foot with the vitality of a jungle cat. “Well?” he 
snaps at the two remaining men. 


They exchange a glance and then, one of them making a 
whimpering noise, turn and sprint in the other direction. 


Santiago walks over to Henry, who’s struggling to climb to 
his feet. He kneels down and lays his tree-trunk forearm 
against my bully’s neck. With his other hand, he grabs his 
head and makes him look at me. 


“Tell her how fucking sorry you are,” Santiago snarls. 
“Now.” 


“Jesus,” Henry wheezes. “You’re crushing my skull. Jesus 
fucking Christ!” 


“Tell her,” he growls. 


Henry’s mouth opens and closes like a fish out of water. 
Finally, he mumbles, “I’m so sorry, Scarlett. I never meant 
to hurt you.” 


“Hurt me?” I laugh. “As if you could hurt me, Henry. Come 
on, Santiago. Let the little boy go. I think he’s learned his 
lesson.” 


Santiago laughs gruffly, standing up and swaggering over 
to me. He wraps his arm around me and leans down to kiss 
me warmly on the cheek. “You don’t deserve a woman like 
this, kid,” Santiago snarls. “She’s too damn perfect for you.” 


Picking up his jacket and slipping it on, he leads me to the 
Ferrari, holding my hand as I climb inside. He slides down 
into the driver’s seat and we roar away. 


He turns to me, a rueful smirk on his face. “I’m glad you 
were there, Scarlett,” he says. “Otherwise I might’ve gone 
full beast on those pricks.” 


“Are you seriously telling me that wasn’t full beast mode?” I 
laugh. 


“It’s not even close to what he deserved after tricking you 
like that.” 


We glide through the city, but then, suddenly, Santiago 
comes to a stop and drives into a nearby alleyway. He sits 
back, bringing his thumbs to his eyes, massaging. “Ah, 
dammit.” 


“Santiago, what is it?” I ask, nerves thrumming deeper and 
more insistent now. 


“T wanted to wait until dinner to say this,” he growls. “But I 
want to be honest with you.” He turns slowly to me, his lips 
twisted in an unreadable expression. “That’s what we’re all 
about, Scarlett.” 


“Okay...” 
Please don’t be bad, please don’t be bad... 


“I love you,” he growls, reaching across and taking my 
hands. “I loved you the second I laid eyes on you. I know it 
might scare you away, but I can’t hold it in anymore. I can’t 
look at you, the mother of my child, and not tell you that 
every second of every damn day I just feel my love for you 
getting deeper, more secure, like you’re my anchor.” He 
laughs ruefully. “I never claimed to be a poet, Scarlett. But 
that’s really how it feels.” 


All I can do is stare at him as his handsome face distorts 
with my tears. Joy springs up into my chest, but then I 
notice that his lips are twisting downwards, and his hands 
are trembling. 


“Scarlett?” he whispers. “What’s wrong?” 


“No, nothing’s wrong!” I exclaim. “I love you too, Santiago. 
Jeez, I’ve wanted to say that for what feels like forever. But 
I was nervous, too. I thought J might scare you away.” 


“So we’ve both been holding it back?” he growls, his lips 
twitching into a wolfish grin. “Fuck. Well, I’m not holding 
back anymore. Wait there.” 


I giggle as he flips a switch and the Ferrari doors flip up... 
smacking into the adjacent walls of the alleyway. “Ah, 
dammit,” he snarls. “Don’t you dare laugh at me, princess.” 


“T can’t help it,” I giggle gleefully. “What are you doing, 
anyway?” 


He ducks out of the car and runs around to my side, his 
knuckles grazed slightly from where he defended my honor, 
from where he showed me the past isn’t the scary place I’ve 
so long thought it was. 


Now, he falls to one knee and reaches into the inside pocket 
of his suit jacket. I can already feel fresh tears filling my 
eyes, welling up like they have so often lately. But these 
tears bring gorgeous swellings in my chest, filling me with a 
warm fuzziness as I stare at my man, my protector, my 
billionaire. 


“Ts this really happening?” I whisper. 


“Tt is,” he assures me, taking out the ring box. “And the only 
thing I regret is not doing this the second fate threw you 
into my life, Scarlett. These last few days with you have 
brought more meaning to me than years of being a high- 
powered CEO. I love you, Scarlett. I love you more than I 
even understand. And I want - no, I need - you to be my 
wife. So, Scarlett Manning, even though I’m an impatient 
bastard and I should’ve waited until the restaurant, will you 
marry me?” 


“Yes!” I cry, leaping out of the car and jumping around, I’m 
just so caught up in the glory of the moment. “A thousand, 
no, a gazillion times yes.” 


“You better stop jumping around like that,” he snarls. 
“Why, because it'll make it too difficult to put on the ring?” 


“Well, that too,” he smirks. “But also because it makes your 
body bounce around too damn temptingly.” 


“You’re an animal,” I whisper, stopping and holding my 
hand out. 


“Tam,” he barks. “And you wouldn’t have it any other way. 
But you’re offering me the wrong hand, princess.” 


“Oops,” I giggle. “What a clutz...” 


I offer him my left hand instead and he slides the diamond 
ring onto my finger...a big, gorgeous, glittering stone. I 
hold it up, telling myself that this moment’s real, that I 
deserve it. 


Because I do. 


I deserve love. I deserve all the things other women take for 
granted. 


Santiago has shown me that...and so much more. 


He stands up and pulls me into his burly embrace, bringing 
his lips to mine so that we both shiver as we sink into each 
other. He opens his mouth and our tongues brush, and then 
we drink deeper. I moan and he lets out a savage growl. 


“Come on,” he whispers, brushing a lock of hair from my 
face. “Let’s get to dinner. I want you to see the carriage.” 


“Wait, what? Are you serious? There’s a carriage?” 


He bares his teeth, wolfish and handsome. “Yes, there is. 
And fool that I am, I couldn’t wait until then to pop the 
question.” 


“No, I love that it happened like this. It makes it so unique 
and special. The way the car door hit the wall was so 
freaking funny!” 


“Hey,” he growls, sliding his hand down my body and giving 
my thigh a squeeze. “I did that on purpose.” 


We both laugh like crazy as we climb back into the Ferrari. 
Santiago - my fiancé - backs the car out and surges 
through the city. And, as I place my hand on his rock hard 
arm, I’m just so ecstatic that I could scream. 


“Santiago, I just want to sa...” 
“Yes?” he snarls. 


“I’m so, so glad I almost got splattered on the hood of your 
Car.” 


That just makes us laugh all the more. 


EPILOGUE 


ONE YEAR LATER 


S antiago 


I carry Carmine into the large room in the bookshop, sitting 
at the back where I’m less likely to be recognized. 


I feel a surge of joy when I see how many people are 
already taking their seats, one woman turning to her friend 
with a smile and saying, “Can you believe this is her debut 
work? When I read the opening chapter, I thought I was 
reading a seasoned thriller writer. I was convinced it was a 
pen-name. But then I saw her interview and, well, I knew 
she was genuine.” 


I lean down to Carmine in the baby carrier, stroking my 
finger through his sparse hair. Every time I look at him, I’m 
reminded that I was right, that we conceived a child 
Scarlett’s first time. 


He’s sleeping soundly, despite all the people. We were both 
a little nervous about bringing him here, but when Scarlett 
had the idea to make it a quiet-friendly reading, I knew I 
had to leap on the opportunity. 


“Your mother’s the most talented woman in the world,” I 
whisper, kissing the top of his head. 


He smiles sleepily, making a cooing noise. When we 
discovered that we were having a boy, the name Carmine 
leapt out at me with an irresistibility I just couldn’t ignore. 
Scarlett and Carmine...both red, both mine, it was too 
perfect to pass up. 


This past year has been the most light-filled of my life. 


Thinking about the way Scarlett has thrown herself into her 
work, even while dealing with the ups and downs of 
pregnancy, fills me with a pride I’d never even guessed at in 
my own business. 


Of course, I am proud of the business I’ve built, and all the 
good works it allows me to support, but there’s no sweeter 
image than Scarlett, seven months pregnant, hammering 
away at her keyboard like it’s offended her and she’s dead- 
set on breaking the damn thing. 


Finally, the quiet murmuring of the crowd falls to silence. 
Carmine blinks his little eyes open when Scarlett enters 
stage left, the corners of his lips tugging as he senses his 
mother. Together, we watch as she approaches the podium. 


As if I thought she couldn’t get any more beautiful... 


She’s wearing a baggy shirt with the sleeves rolled up, 
buttoned down to reveal a tempting slice of her pale chest. 
Pregnancy has just made her look so maternal and care- 
giving, and yet has also added to the curves that drove me 
so crazy one year ago...and still drive me crazy, that will 
always drive me crazy, today. 


She looks over the crowd with a twinkle in her eyes that 
tells me she’s scaling the walls of her anxiety. But then she 
takes a deep breath, and I know she’s conquered it. 


“There’s no stronger person in this whole word, son,” I 
whisper, so quiet it’s almost silent, words that are just for 
him. 


“Thank you all for coming,” Scarlett says, glowing as red as 
her name. Her eyes settle on our son and I, and then she 
stands up straighter, finding strength in her family. “This 
evening, I’m going to be reading an excerpt from my debut 
novel, The Girl from the Orphanage. And, yes, I might be a 
little nervous. Let’s just say if I get through this without 
puking, I’ll consider myself lucky.” 


Laughter moves through the crowd, but everybody is 
respectful of the quiet rule. I close my eyes and listen to her 
musical voice as she reads. I’ve heard it many times before, 
as it’s gone through several iterations, to finally become the 
masterpiece it is today. 


After the reading, I wait in the backroom with Carmine in 
my arms. Scarlett comes through biting her lower lip in that 
just-Scarlett way, her cheeks a flaming red. 


“What do you think?” she asks. 


“Incredible,” I tell her sincerely. “I think we’re both going to 
have empires in a few years.” 


“Oh, come on,” she giggles. 
“T’m serious,” I tell her. 


She leans down and strokes Carmine’s face, the protective 
glint in her eyes like that of a lioness. I know how guilty she 
felt about not being with him tonight, but she handled it, 
like she’s handled everything, brilliantly. 


“Look at you, little soldier,” she smiles. “Sleeping through 
mommy’s reading. Was I that boring?” 


“You’re right about one thing,” I snarl. “We do need to get 
home... but not because this little man is desperate for bed.” 


She bats her eyelashes at me. “You’re not saying what I 
think you are, right? I haven’t even come close to getting 
the baby weight off yet. I’ve been so obsessed with my 
writing, I haven’t shaved in, oh, I don’t know...about a 
gazillion years. I haven’t felt sexy in I-don’t-know-how-long 


“Baby weight?” I snarl. “You mean those maternal curves 
that just make me want to have more children with you? 
And your writing obsession, princess, that just shows me 
how dedicated and talented you are...in the office, and in 
the bedroom. Shaving is a joke. Shaving is what women 
who aren’t as naturally sexy as you have to do. None of 
what you just said puts me off in the slightest.” 


“Okay, okay,” she giggles. “You better stop before you get 
me too excited! Let’s go home. And thank you, Santiago, for 
being here. It means so much to me. I love you.” 


“T love you, too,” I say, smiling from ear to ear, so happy I’d 
let out a roar of victory if it wasn’t for our sleeping son. 


EXTENDED EPILOGUE 


TEN YEARS LATER 


S carlett 


“Who wants double cheeseburgers?” Santiago yells, 
standing at the barbecue with smoke rising in wisps all 
around his face. 


“Me, me, me!” Carmine and Sebastian yell at the same 
time, jumping up and down and jostling each other to get to 
the coveted meat. 


“Careful, boys,” I laugh, running forward and putting a 
protective hand across the both of them...not that that does 
much to stop their rambunctiousness. At nine and seven 
years old, the boys are already becoming like little versions 
of their father, all sinew and muscle. 


“Mom,” Carmine glowers, with that cheeky grin on his face. 
“I'm gonna starve.” 


“And me,” Caitlin proclaims seriously. My five year old pads 
over, blowing bubbles that rise and pop brightly in the 
summer-bright air. I can just about hear the pop over the 
hiss of the BBQ. “I feel my belly going like boof.” She 


giggles, making an exploding noise as she falls on freshly- 
cut grass. “Boof-boof-boor.” 


“You are not going boof,” I laugh. “Whatever that even 
means. Be a good girl and go and get some plates, and then 
we'll serve the burgers like civilized people.” 


“T don’t wanna be silly-eyed people,” she complains. 


“She said civilized,’ Carmine laughs. “Come on, sis, I’ll help 
you.” 


“Good boy,” Santiago grins. “And you, Seb, go and help your 
sister too.” 


“Okay, Dad, but then I get a really, really big burger, yeah? I 
want the biggestest burger you’ve ever given ever. I wanna 
be like a big blobby burger man.” 


“Blob-blob!” Angelica cries, our four year old stomping over 
with a water gun. “ Blob-blob!” 


“Come here, you,” I laugh, sweeping her into my arms. Her 
blonde hair cascades down her shoulders. I sweep my hand 
through it. “Now, when are we going to cut this, hmm?” 


“Nooooo!” she giggles. “I’m a princess.” 


“That’s right, you are a princess,” I tell her. “And princesses 
can have short hair, too.” 


“Nah-uh.” 
“Yeah-huh,” I say, tweaking her nose. 
“Mom.” She wriggles, laughing all the while. 


Finally, I put her down and turn to the playpen where 
Sunny sits, his blocks laid out before him. Our youngest 
child grins up at me with a huge beaming gap-toothed grin. 
I go over and take the triangle shape, holding it up so that 


his eyes swing back and forth, following its movements. 
Then I hand it to him and watch, biting my lip. 


“Ah!” he cries, trying to jam it into the square-shaped hole. 


“Good enough, sweetness,” I smile, kissing him on the 
forehead. 


“Form a line,” Santiago roars, grinning over at me. 


With his steel-colored beard and the confident way he 
handles the meat, he looks every inch the grizzled lion, 
protecting his pride, our pride. 


These last ten years have been the best I ever could’ve 
imagined. And I guess that’s saying a lot, because I’ve 
written twelve books in that time and all of them have been 
bestsellers. Imagination is sorta my deal. 


But as I sit at the long glass table in the garden of our ten- 
bedroom house, with the sun rising higher and higher, I 
close my eyes and just thank God or fate or whatever else 
that I almost got run over one day ten years ago. 


“Thinking about the Ferrari?” Santiago says, sitting down 
next to me. He wraps his arms around my shoulders and 
plants a wonderfully bristly kiss on my cheek. 


“Yeah,” I say, finding his hands, feeling the hardened 
supportive oak of it. “I was actually thinking you should 
finally get it fixed.” 


“Not this again,” he banters, stuffing a bite of burger in his 
mouth. “Icanttalkrightnow.” 


“Ha-ha,” I nudge him, feeling an electric thrum moving 
through me, and seeing one move through him. Our lust 
explodes continually, never fading, even as our love grows 
like the solid base of an everlasting tree. “Seriously, though, 
are you going to drive around with those dents forever?” 


“They’re scrapes, first of all,” he laughs. “And secondly, yes, 
because they remind me of the happiest moment of my life. 
The moment you said you’d be my wife.” 


“Ew, Dad,” Carmine laughs, biting into his burger. “Try’na 
eat here.” 


“Then do it with your mouth closed,” Santiago chuckles. 
“Because eating like that, son, makes it too easy to steal 
some for myself.” He pretends to dart his hand forward, and 
Carmine promptly slams his mouth shut. 


After the burgers, we go into the living room to watch a 
movie. I lie on the long couch in Santiago’s arms, Carmine 
and Sebastian sitting cross-legged like they always do, their 
elbows resting on their knees and big grins on their faces. 


Caitlin sits at my side, curled into a ball with her notebook 
in her hand. She reaches across to show me a drawing of a 
comic book she’s been working on, her childish script 
causing a sun-hot panging in my chest. 


“Good, Mommy?” she whispers. 
“Great,” I tell her, ruffling her hair. 


Sunny is asleep in the armchair under a whole army of 
blankets and Angelica sits next to her little brother, one 
hand laid protectively on his blankets. She’s such a good 
older sister, I think maybe because she was the youngest 
before he came along. She shoots me a look, that oh-so- 
Angelica look, that means, Don’t worry, Mom, I got this. 


Santiago leans in and kisses me softly on the cheek. “Can 
you believe how lucky we are?” 


“No,” I admit quietly. “But I’m thankful everyday that I met 
you, Mr. CEO.” 


“Seriously...” Carmine spins, a cheeky smile on his face. His 
Santiago-blue eyes sparkle. “I’m gonna barf” 


“I love you, Mommy,” Santiago says, planting another kiss 
on my cheek, laughing in a carefree way when Carmine 
mimes sticking his finger down his throat. 


“I love you more,” I giggle, unable to stop my laughter 
when Carmine leaps to his feet and runs over here. 


“That’s it!” he yells, cackling. 


Santiago jumps up and catches him, and pretty soon my 
whole brood is wrestling and laughing and loving. 


My loves. My life. 
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